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| READER. 


FA Ince the Bookſellers Stalls inform us that 

Phyficians are the greateſt Interlopers 

in the Rhyming Trade, and are conti- 

' muaily dibling inthe Streams of Helicon ; it 
4 19 no [juſtice for a V. er ſiſter to return the Com- 

pilwbement, and eblige the World with a few 

: 5 Preſcriptions, tho to the no ſmall hindrance 
| of the Pulſe-groping Fraternity, 


. Hat ing then olſerd d, that, in ſpight of 
my repeated Endeavours, an unaccountable | 
Melancholy call'd Spleen in the Men, and Va- 
pours ia the I omen, reigns among the Engliſh, 
and which if not remov'd in time, will le as 
much the diſtinguiſoing Character of a Native 
+ &f this Iſtand, as Vanity of a French Man, 
' Formality of a Spaniard, and revenge of an 
Italian. I could not but again try to diſperſe 
and ut to flight the rallying Forces of this 
g MS prevailing, 


2 _—— 


me AM. dt. 4. 4 


To the Reader. 
prevailing Diſtemper, which affefts Both Bed) 


and lind, and bids defyance to the grave 


@riaal-ſhakers. Accordingly I have pre- 


| par'd another doſe of Poel ical Pills; my for- . 


mer not being able to reach the Theuſandrh 
Part of the Aflitied ; and theſe will infallibly 


divert aud aſſwage at lcaſt, if not carry off 
his Epidemical Evil ; for Thave not enough 


of the (Quack in me to vouch my Medicine 
for isfaluble, any more than Univerſal, How- 


ever thus much I may Tenture to fay, that if Y 


it does no g cod, it will do no burt; being as 


| pleaſant ard harmieſs as Ptijans er Pearl. 
Cordial, and I am ſure that Jenitives are as 
proper for the Mind and Body Natural, as for 
the Body Politic, and moese for the Benefit of 


the Preſcriber, as my Brother Bh n hath 


found by fed! Experies'e; wo will aſe ll | 


State Phyſicians kenceforward rather to Fu- 


ſtianiꝛe with Bl — re, flatter with G th, 


bite with R——w, maxe Birds ſpeak plain 
with feuttering D— —tey, or zudite SPITE 


tual Epigrams for Children with the Laureat, 
Iban to be for giving the Government violent 


Purges with him and P—tt—s; unleſs they 
are ambitious of being exalted to the ſame high 
Poff. Should I mention but the hundreth 


of the Cures perform d by theſe Pills, the 


bare 


' they cannot fail of meeting with general ap- 
| pu Won mad Waland 5 the To 2 of 2 
bath forgot Blenheim, and if M. Villeroy 
underſtood. the Nature of this Engliſh Medi- 
cine, it would ſooner cure him of the Surfeit 


To the Reader. 


Bare Names of the Perſons would take up more 
room than Addreſſes and Statutes of Bank- 


rupt do ina double Gazzette, So that if we 


may gueſs at what may be, by what hath been, 


- ir 


1 be got in the Plains of Judoign, than the 


Waters at Aix la Chapelle, which he is now 


gone to drink. In ſhort, as a Brother of the 


Faculty wittily otſerves ; 


Theſe with a jerk, will do your Work, 
And ſcour you ore and ore: 


} Read, Judge and Try, and if you die, 


Never believe me more. 


Dr. Merryman. 


: La 


Directions to the Binder. 
Pu: the five fingle Leaves that are Printed | 


proper places, as the Folios direct, in the room 
on thoſe which are Cancelld. 


at the latter end of the Book, in their 
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' CONTAIN* D 


Young Man Sick and like v0 Dye | 
Al How ſweet are the cooling Breeze 


In this VO * 
At Noon in à ſultry Summers Day 


A 
A Ah! How Lovely, Sweet and Dear 


Advance, advance, gay Tennanns of ibe Plain 
Ab) Fooliſh Laſs, what mun I do ? 
U Alaſs | my poor tender Heart muſt ic 
| Aurelia now one Moment joſt | 
A uncorcern'd and free as Air 
As Amorct and Thyrñs Jay 
And now, now the Dukes March 
As lam a Sailor tis very well knows 
4 Afier the Pangs of fierce deſre 
A4 Pax on the Foes 


Al Foyt to Mortals, Jo and Mirth, 

B 

BY": ring out your Cony Skins Maids | 
Bonny Scontiſh Lads that keens me well 


Belinda's pretty, pretty pleaſing form 
| Blufhnot Redder than Hori 


8 Beaus, Virtuoſo's, nick Heirs 
4 Ceaſe, ceaſe of Cupid to Complain 
Come, come ye Nympbs and every Swain 
Come all, great, ſmall, ſhort, tall, away 
Come, Fair one, be kind 
Cælia bence with AﬀeTation 
Chloe bluſh'd, and Frown'd and Swore 
Cupid-mate your Virgins tender _— 
Corinna / excuſe thy face, 
Cloe found Love for bis Pſyche i in Tears 
Church Scruples and Tars 
Coy Belinda may diſcover, 
Corinna 1s you that I Love, 
Come buy my Greens and Flowers fine 
| Czlia's bright Beauty all other tranſcends, 
„ D 
| De. my Boys, Drink and | 
4 Draw Cupid draw and make Fair Silyia 
 Deweſt believe me without Reſervation 
Damon if you will belie vs me 
Drunk I was I:ft Night that's poſs 
| Delia tir Strephon with ber Flame 
| Do not rumple my 17 Knor, 
£ —_ Aſtrea bitber flew 


FE 
bene ungrateful Traytor 

Fooliſh Swain by Sighs for bear 
| Fly, fly ye 2 Hours, 25 bring bim ber: 
Farewel my bonn Willy prettey Mogey | 
- Amarth ceaſe ro grieve 
ale more ſo lite 
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9 
TFre lies William de Velence 

H Fere's 4 Fealth to the Tackers 

Here are People and Sports of all fize 

Hauk! Now the Drums beat up en, 

Here's a Health to thoſe _ 

How often bave I curs'd tha 


How long, how long, hows how ſhal I pine 


Hung this whining way of Wootng 


Here's the Summer ſprightly L, 


Hoem Happy's the Husband, 
Having ſpent all my Coin 
Hon: ft Shepherd ſince you're paor 


How Hi), bow 7 :ppy ts ſbe 
'E 


c elder times there was of Tore 
I am one in whom Nature bas 


In tbe Devil's Country ibere | 

lanthe the Lovely, the Foy of ber Swain 
Jockey mer with Jenny Fair | 

1 mer with the Devil in the ſhape of 4 * 


Filung is ſuch a Faſhion 


Jock y oves bis Moggey dearly, 
Fuſt coming from Sea our Spouſes | 


If | bear Orinda [ware 


If ever you mean to be kind a 
I know ber falſe, I him her baſe, © 


In vain, Clemene, you beſtow, 

If If Wine be a Cordial why does it Torment, 
I wm come to lock all faſt 
1 ſee no more to ſhady Coverts, 


Irin Parks and Plays to find 


Foy 19 Great Cafar 
K 


s K En you who comey ber 


An Alphabetical Table, 


Forgive me Cloe if I dare 


Ip 
| Eave, leave the Drawing-Room 
Let's be Merry, Biith and Joh, 
Ln not Love on me beſtow, 
Let Mary live long 
Lerinda complaineib that Strephon i is 4 
Love's Power in my cart 
Liberia 'r a my I bougbrs and Dreams 
nn 


: Mie 1 ſeems i is for better for worſe | 


Mundunga was as feat 4 Fade 
My Dear Corinna give me leave 
Mey ber bleſt Example chaſe 
My Dew and only Love take beed, 
Mortals learn your Lives to meaſure 
Mirtillo whilſt you Patch your F ace 
Mars now 75 Arming no 


Tow Reformation begins 155 oh ibe, &c. 
Now the Ground is bard Froze and 

Na piſh, nay piſo, Sir, what ails you, 

No, noev'ry Morning my Beauties renew, 


E Now my Freedom” 5 regain 'd and by 
No Phillis, tho" you've all the Charms. 


Now t9 you ye dry Noe rs 
Now dry up thy Tears 
Never fizb, but think of Kiſſing 
New Pyramid's raiſe 

No, no poor ſuffering Heart 
Now, now the Queen's Heaith 


O 
Of; late in the Park, 4 fair Fancy 
old Soldiers the Song you 0 bear 


One —4 as lat:ly Muſing 

Ob bow you proteſt and ſolemnly ſwore 

on Brandon Heath in fight of 

Ob! My Pantirg, Panting Heart 

Ob bow Happy's be who from Buſineſs free 
0b ite mighty Power of Love 
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* 


P 
gor Monford 7s gone and the Ladies 
Pretty Parrot ſay, when I was away | 
Poor Cleonice thy Garland tear | 
Pr now John ler ] ig prevail 
- Phillis Jay aſide your rhinking 


4 Piſb, fie, you're Rude, Str, | 


Phillis, I can ne re forgive it 
| Re: old Miſer and learn to be 


Se Phillis bas an Air 

OJ Since Czlia oy bas the Art 

Some brag of their Chloris and ſome of 
See, Sirs, ſee here, a Doctor rare, 

. | Spare mighty Love, O ſpare, a Slave 

Swain thy bopeleſs Paſſion ſmoth: r 

' _ Since now the World's turn d upſide down 

be mer with a Country Man 


+ Say, Cruel Amoret, bow long 


| Such command 0're my Fate 


frre lives an Ale-draper near 
1 The Coffatecr was gone 


1 The Devil be pulli d off bi: Fachen 


Take not the firſt refuſal 111 
The Folly, Folly Breeze 


: * The Fol, Folly Bowl 


Jo meet ber Mars the Queen of Love 
I ben Welcome from Vigo 
The World's a Bubble 


Through the cold ſhady Woods 


us Damon Moc dat Czlia's Door, 
There's not a Swain on the Plain © 
Ii: 4 Fooliſh miſtake 
Were is 2 thing which im the Light, 
Tell u. why fo long you try me 


Tiexmenting Beauty leave my Brees 


Tell me, 161} me Charming Fair 


An Alphabetical Table. 
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An . Table 


The? you make no return to my Paſſion 263 
The King is gone to Oxon Town - you 
. I Love and ſhe — TG. -- 200} 
u 
Pon the Wings of Love my Deer 134 & 
8 the Caſtle Wall | | 261 14. 
Ulm i gone, but baſely won | - 2. 
Unguarded lies the wiſhing Maid 294 
WW 1 


NY firſt I {aw ber Charming Face | 
Weſt wretched Fools ſneak up and down 
While the Lover is thinking 
Where Oxen do Low and Apples 
Where Divine Gloriana, her Palace 
' Whenſenny firſt began to Love 
Var, Var aud Battle now no mor: 
I bur are theſe Ideor; doing 
 Whilff content is wanting 
Mpilſt Phillis is Drinhin 
What State of Life can > fo bleſt 
When Wit aud Beauty met in one 
t What ſhall I do I am undone 
ben Sylvia was kind, and 1ove play'd 
| What Love a Crime Inbuma? Fal- 
When I bude often beard young Maids 
 Whilft the French their Arms dijcover, 
ben Jockey firſt 7 ſur 


* —_—_— a 


7 


yo": Ladies that live in the Cit * 
Joung Philander we'd me lo 
ou I Love by Al that's true | 
You've been with dull Prologue: 

"You the Giarious Sons of Horcur 

Tou gueſs by my wither'd Face, 

Jou Friends to Reformaion 


| Low, Madam, rerun my Fleart 293 


— 


. | 
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The Fourth v OLUM k. 


— 


— 


| The Xing andthe Shepherd, nd Gillian the Shep- 


herd's Wife, with her churlij anſwer to the 
Kung. 
The Tune cus c. | 


when guides of churliſh glee, 
Were us'd among our Country Earls, 
though no ſuch thing now be: 


F 1 Elder time there was of Vore, 


1 The which King Alfred liking well, 


forſook his ſtately Court, 


And in diſguiſe unknown went forth, 


to ſee that jovia! : ſport, 


Ho Dick and Tom in cluuted ſhoon „ 


and coats of ruf-t gray, 
Eſteem's themſelves more brave than them, 
that went in golden ray; 


2 Pills to Purge Melancholy. 
In garments fit for ſuch a life, 
the good king Alfred went, 15 
Al ragg d and torn as from his back 
the beggar his cloaths had rent. 
A ſword and buckler good and ſtrong, 
to give Jack ſauce a rap, | 
And on his head inftead of Crown, 
| he wore a Monmouth cap. 
Thus coaſting through Somerſetſhire, 
near Newton Court he met, 
A ſhepherd ſwain of lufty limb, 
That up and down did jet: 
He wore a bonnet of good gray, 
dcdloſe buttoned to his chin, 
And at his back a leather ſcrip, 

' with much good meat therein, 
God ſpecd good ſhepherd, quoth the King, 
.._ -F come to be thy gueſt, | —- 

To taft of thy good victuals here, 

And drink that's of the beſt; I 

Thy ſcrip I know hath cheer good ſtore, 
what then the ſhepherd ſaid ? 

Thou ſcem'ft to be ſome fturdy thief, 


and mak ſt me ſore afraid, | | 5 
Let if thou wilt thy dinner win | 8 


the ſword and buckler take, - "i 
And if thou canſt into my ſcrip 75 
there with an entrance make, 
I tell thee, Roiſter, it hath ſtore, 
of beef and bacon fat, 
With ſhieves of barly-bread to make 
thy chaps to water at: 
[Here ſtands my bottle, here my bag, 
if thou canſt win them Roifter, 
Againſt the ſword and buckler here 
mp ſheephook is my maſter. „ 
enedicite now, quoth our good King 1 
itt never ſhall be ſaid, | 
That Alfred of the ſhepherds hook 33 
will ſtand a whit afraid: TW 


4 
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do ſoundly thus they both fell to'c, 


and giving bang for bang, 


At every blow the ſhepherd gave 


King Afred's ſword cry'd twang. 
His buckicr prov'd his chiefeſt fence 
for ſtill the ſhepherds hook, 


Was that the which King Alfred could 


in no good manner brooks I 
At laſt u hen they had faught four hours, 
and it grew jaſt mid-day, Yo 


And wearied both with right good will 


deſir'd each others ſtay. 

King, truce 1 cry quoth Alfred then, 
good ſhepherd bold thy hand, 

A fturdier fellow than thy ſelf 
lives not within this land, 


F Nor a luftier Roiſter than thou art, 


the churliſh ſhepherd ſaid, 


Jo tell thee plain thy thieviſh looks, 


now makes my heart afraid: 


_ Elſe ſure thou art ſome prodigal 


Which haft conſum'd thy flore, 
And now com'ſt wandring in this place 
to rob and ſteal for more 


Deem not of me then quoth our King 


good ſhepherd in this ſurt, 
A Gentleman well known I am 
in good King Affred's court. 
The Devil thou art, the ſhepherd ſaid, 
thou goeft in rags all torn, 
Thou rather ſeem'ft I think to be 
ſome beggar baſely born; 


But if thou wilt mend thy eſtate, 


and here a ſhepherd he, 


— night to Gillian my ſweet wife 


thou ſhalt go home with me. 


For ſhe's as god a toot hleis dame 


as mumbleth on brown bread, 


Where thou ſhalt lie in aurden ſheets, 


upon a freſh ſtraw ded, 
„ 


4 Pills to Purge Melancholy. 
Of whig and whey we have good ſtore, 
and keep good peaſe-ſtraw fires, 
And now and then good barly Cakes 
2s better days requires. 
But for my mafter which is chief, 
and Lord of Newton Court, 
He keeps I ſay, his ſhepherds ſwains 
in far more braver ſort; . 
. We there have curds and clouted cream 
_  ofred Cows morning milk, 
And now and then fine buttered cakes . 
____ as foftasanyſilk, Fr a 
Of Beef and reiſed Bacon ſtore . 
mie fat and gfrea , [ 
We have likewiſe to feed our chaps, | — 
And make them glih and ealte, E 
Thus if thou wilt my Man become, 
tis uſage thou ſhalt have, 
- Tfnot adieu go hang thy ſelf 
And ſo farewel Sir Knave, 
King Alfred hearing of this glee, 
the churliſh ſhepherd ſaid, 
Was well content to be his man, 
fo they a bargain made. 
A penny round the ſhepherd gave, 
in earneſt of this match, 
To keep his ſheep in field and fold 
as ſhepherds uſe to watch. 
His wages ſhall be full ten groats 
for ſervice of a year, . 
'Yet was it not his uſ- old Lad 
to hire a man ſo dear. 7 
For did the King himſelf ( quoth he 
unto my cottage come, 
He ſhould not fora 12 months pay 
receive a greater ſumm. 
Hezeat the bonoy King grew blith 
to hear the clowniſh jeſt, 
How filly ſots as cuſtom is 
do diſcant at the beſt. 


But 
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But not to ſpoil the fooliſh ſport = 


he was content good King, 
To fit the ſhepherd's humour right 

in every kind of thing, 5 
A ſheep- hook then with patch his og 
and tar- box by his fide. 


He with his Maſter; ZN by jow!, 


unto old Gzian hy 
Into whoſe ſight no ſooner came, 1 
whom have you here ( quoth ſnne) 


A fellow I doubt will cut our throats, 


ſa like a knave looks hee 
Not ſo old dame quoth Alfred ſtrait, 
of me you need not fear, 
My Mafter hir'd me for ten groats 
to ſerve you one whole year: 


So good dame Gilliam grant me leave 


within your houſe to ſtay, 


For by Saint Ann do what. you can, 
I will not yet away. 

Her churliſh vſage picag'd him ſtill, 
put him to ſuch a proof, 

That he at night was almoft choakt; 


within that ſmoaky Roof: 


But as he ſat with (miling cheer, 


the event of all to ſee, 
His dame brought fourth a piece of dow 
which in the fire throws ſne: 


Where lying on the Hearth to bake, 
pyuy chance the Cake did burn, | 
What canſt thou not, thou lout ( * he ) 


take pains the ſame to turn: 
Thouart more quick to take it out 
and eat it up half dow, | 


. Then thus to ſtay tilt be enough, 


and ſo thy manners ſhow. 


But ſerve me ſuch another trick, 


Lie thwack thee on the ſnout, 


Which made the patient King geod man 


n 4 
3 
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But to be brief to bed they went 
the good old man and's wife, 
But never ſuch a lodging had 
| King A red in his life: 
F For be was laid in white ſheeps wooll 
| new pull'd from tanned felis, 
And o're his hea ha ag d ſpiders webs VC 
zs if they had been bells. | 1 
Is this the country guiſe thought he, 
then here I will not ſtay, 
But hence be gone as ſoon as breaks 
the peeping of next day. 
The cackling hens and geeſe kept cooft 
and pearched at hisfide, 
Whercat the laſt the watchful Cock, 
made :nown the morning tide gz 
Then up gat Alfred with his horn, 
and bic w ſo long a blaft, 
That made Cilian . nd her Groom, 
| in bed full ſore aga k. 
EF Ariſe, quoth ſhe we arc undone, 
| this night we lodgec have, 
At unaware: within gu houſe, 
a falſe diſſembling knavez 
Riſe huſband, riſe, te'l cut our t! roats, 
de calleth for his mates, 
Ide give oll 1/7 our ms Cade lamb, 
he would depart our gates. 
But ſtiil King Alfred biew his horn, 
before them more and inore, 
Till that a hundred Lords and Kn _ 
all lighted at the door: 
Which cry'd all hail, all hail good King, 
long have we loc d your Grace, 
And here you find ( my merry men all } 
your Soveraign in this p1 ce, 
We ſhall ſurely be hang'd up both, 
old Gillian I much fear, 
The ſhepherd ail for uting thus, 
our good King Alfred here: : 
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O pardon my Liege, quoth Gillian then 
for my huſband and for me, 
| By th: ſe ten bones I never thought, 
the lame that now I ſee g 
And by my hock the ſhepherd faid, 
an oath both good and true, 
Before this time O Noble King, 
= I never your Highneſs knew: | ” 
Then pardoa me and my old wife, | F 
that we may after ſay, 
When firſt you came into our houle, 
it was a happy day. 
It ſhall be done faid Alfred fraight, 
and Gillian my old dame, 
For this thy chutlih uſing me, 
dceſerveth not much blame; 
For this thy Country = uiſe I lee, 
to de thus bluntiſh 5 
And where the plaineſt meaning „ 
remains the ſmalleſt ill. | 
And Mafter lo I tell thee now, 
fror thy low manhood ſhown, 
A thouſand Weathers I'le beſtow, 
upon thee for thy own. 
And paſture ground as much as will 
ſuthce to feed them all, 
And this thy cottage 1 will change, 
intoa ſtately hall. 
As for the ſame as duty binds, 
the ſhepherd ſaid good King, 
A milk white lamb once every year, 
Fle to your highneſs bring. 
And Gillian my wife likewile, 
of wool to make you coats, 
Will give you as much at new years tide 
as ſhall be worth ten groats, 
And in your praiſe my Bagpipe ſhall 
ſound ſweetly once a year, 
How Afﬀredour renowned King 
moſt kindly hath been here. 
| B 4 


ꝛ— th A OE CAT 


— 


8 Vll to Purge Melancholy. 


Thanks ſhepherd, thanks, quoth he again, 
the next time I come hither, | 

My Lords with me here in this houſe 
will all be merry together. 


hn 


On the Tombs at Weſtminſter Abby. 
Tou muſt ſuppoſe it to be Eaſter Holy-Days * At what 


Sicily and Dol, Kate and Peggy, Moll and Nan, are 


time 


marching io Weſtminſter, with 4 Leaſh of Premices before 


'em; who go rowing themſelves along with their right 
Arms to make more kat, and now and then with 4 preafie 


Muctender wipe away the dripping that baſtes their Fore- 


heads. At the Door they meet 4 crowd of Wapping 


Sex. 


men, Southwark Broom-men, the Inkabitants of the Bank- 
Side, with 4 Butcher or two prick't in among them, There 


4 while they ſtamd gaping for the Maſter of the Show, ftar- 


ing upon the Suburbs of 1beir deareſt delight, juſt as 


flaud gaping upon the painted Cloath before they go into the. 
Peoppet Pl. By and by they bear the Bunch of Keys, which 
rejeyces their Hearts like the ſound of the Pancake Bell. 
For now the Man ef Comfort pecps over the Spikes, and be- 


bol ding ſuch a learned Auditory, opens the Gate of Para- 
diſe, and by rhas time they are ba/f got into tbe firſt Chap 


pel, (for time is very precious) be lifts up bis Voice amorg 
the Tombs, and begins bis Lurrey in manner and form fol- 


lowing. 2 


Sung or ſaid, To 4 Inne in imitation of the Od Soldiers, 


Pag. 21. | 


TT Ere lies william de Valence 


A right good Earl of Pembroke, 
And this is his Monument which you ſee, 
Ile ſwear upon a Book. 


He was High Marſhal of England 5 85 


When Herry the zd. did Raign, 
But this you take upon my Word, 
That he'l nere be ſo again. 


Here 


# ie 
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_ Here the Lord Edward Talbot lies, 
The Town of Sbrewsbury's Earl, 

Together with his Counteſs fair, 
That was a moſt delicate Girl. 


: The next to him there lyeth one, 
Sir Ricburd Peckſhall hight, 

Of whom we only this do ſay, 
He was a Hampſhire Knight. 


But now to tell ye more of him, 
| There lies beneath this Stone | 
Two Wives of his and Daughters four 5 
To all of Us unknown. : 


Fir Bernard Brockburſt there doth le. | 
Lord Chamberlain to Queen n 
Queen 4m was Richard the —_ s , 
And was King of England, . 


= Francis Hh Hollis, the Lady Frances, | 


Tube ſame was Suffoiks Dutcheſs. 
Two Children of Edward the third; 
Lie here in Deaths cold Clutches, 


This is the third King Edword's Brother; 
Ot whom our Records tell 
Nothing of Note, nor ſay they whether _ 
He be in Heaven or Hell. 


This ſame was Fobn of Eldeſton, 

He was no Coſtermonger, 

But Cornwsl's Earl; And here”: one Dy'd 
Cauſe be cauld live no lunger, 


The Lady Mobun, Dutcheſs of Tori, 1 
And Duke of Yori? s Wife alſo; | "NM 
But Death reſoly'd to Horn the Duke, | | 
She lies now with Death below. | 


The 
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The Lady Ann N, bur wot ye well 

That ſhe, in Chitäbe ! dy'd, 
The Lady Marqueſs of If nc heſter 

Lies Buried by her fide, 


Now think your Penny well ſpent good Folks 5 
And that you are not beguil'd. 

Within this Cup doch lie the Heart 

Of a Frerch Enbeſſador's Child. 


Bat ho the Devil it came to paſs, 
On purpoſe, or by chance, 
The Bowel: they lis underneath, : 


is | Dol. Imarrant e 
The Body is in France. J 


the Phariſes car- 
5 5 5 FO ried it away, 
There's Oxford's Counteſs, and there alſo | 
The Lady Burleigh her Mother, . 
And there her Daughter, a Counteſs too, 
Ie cloſe by one another. 


Theſe once were Bonny Dames, and though 


There were no Coaches then, Dick. Ho, ho, bo. 
Yet could they jog their Tailes themſelves. 1 Ie = 
Oc had them jogg'd by Men. men did, ba Ralf, 
| . = +0" +... We ny wh 
But woe is me ! thoſe high born Sinners 
| That went to pray fo ftoutly, _ 
Are now laid low, and cauſe they can't, 
Their Statues pray devoutly. 
This is the Datcheſs of Somerſer, 
By name the Lady Ann, | 
Her Lord Edward the tixt Protected, oO 
Oh! He wasa Gallant ban. [2% 8,7 


heard a Ballad of 


3 3 | bim [ang at Rat- 

In this fair Monument which you ſc 1 Tonk, Ml. 
Adorn'd with ſo many Pillars, Te.! * we have 

Doth lie the Counteſs of Bucl ingbm se e, 


ur hitchin Mau- 
And her Husband Sic Ceorge Fillers, tto-Tree, Ow 


This 


| 


_ There lieth wich his Dutch Is. 
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| Thisold Sir George was Grandfather, 


And the Counteſs ſhe was Granny, 
To the great Duke of Buckingham, 


Who often topt King Fammy. 


Sir Robert Eatam, a Scorch Knight, 


This Man was Secretary, 


And ſcribbl'd Compl'ments for two Queens 
Queen n, and eke Queen May, 


This was the Counteſs of Lenox, 


Yclep'd the Lady Marget, 


King Fames's Grandmother, and yet 


'Gainft Death ſhe had no Target, 


This was Queen Mary, Queen of Scots, 


_ Whom Buchanan doth beſpatter, 


She loſt her Head at Tottingbam, | Dol. How cane 
What ever was the matter, he bere then ? 
EO | Wil y ye filly 
The Mother of our Seventh Zemy, 42 
Ihis is that lyeth hard by, after * 5 
She was the Counteſs wot ye well a 


Ot Fiebmond and of Derby, = 


Eenry the Seventh lieth here, 
With his fair Q_:ca beſide him, 


He was the Founder ef tis Chappel, 
Oh may 20 ili hetide him, 


Therefore his Monum*n*'s in Braſs, . 


Ycu'l ſay that very much is; 
The Duke of Richmond and Lenox „„ = 
Rog. TI warren 
Je tt eſe wer? re 
ſnall Fes!s in 


And here they ſtand upright in 2 Preſs tha dojs, 


With BoCt-3 made of Wax, | 
With a Giob. and 2 Wand in either hand, 
And their Robes upon their Backs, 
8 Here 


And this is Queen Elizabeth, 
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Here lies the Duke of Buckingbam 


And the Dutcheſs his Wite ; 
Him Felton Stabb'd at Portſmouth Town, 
And fo he loft his Life, pu, 


| Two Childten of King Janes theſe are; | 


Whom Death keeps very chaty. 


 Sepbia in the Cradle lies, o__— 1 
| | ou 
And this is the Lady Mary. Child py —59 ſuch 


How the Spaniards Fid infeſt her? the * 


Here ſhe lies Buried, with Queen Mary, 


And now agrees with her Sifter, | 


To another Chappel now come ue; 
The People follow and chat, 


i This is the Lady Cottington, 


And the People cry, who's that ? 


This is the Lady Frances Sidney 


The Counteſs of Suffell was ſhe, 
And this the Lord Dudley Carleton is, 
And then they look up and ſee; 


; Sir Thomas Brumley Iyeth here, 


Death would him not reprieve, 


With his four. Sons and Daughters four, 


That once were all alive. 


The. next is Sir Fobn Fullerton, 
And this is his Lady I trow, 

And this is Sir Foby Puckering 
Whom none of you did know, 


That's the Earl of Bri 
Who mates no uſe of his Bladder, 

Although bis Lady lie ſo near him, 
And lo we go up a Ladder, 


er in the middle | 


Faw rd 


þ 


; 1 


a bawl; = 
can't 4 what 


ä —— — —_— 
> * 


£4wel the firſt, that Gallant Blade, 
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Lies underneath this Stone, 


And this is the Chair which he aid bring 


A good while ago from Scone. 


In this ſame Chair till. now of late been many a Mai- 


Our Kings and Queens were Crown'dg denbead got in. 


Under this Chair another Stone that Chair. Tom. 


Doth lie upon the Ground. litber and try aue 
theſe Days,an't | 


on that ſame Stone did Facob ſleep - 8 Too 


Inftead of a down Pillow, 


And after that twas hither brought | Dol. 4 Papi ? 


y ſome good honeſt Fellow . 


Rich ard the ſecond lieth n 
And his firft Queen, Queen aun, 


Edward the third lies here hard by, . 


Oh there was a Gallant Man. 


For this was his two handed Sword, 
A Blade both true and truity, 


The French Men's Blood was ne're wip'd off, 


Which makes it look ſo ruſty. 


Here lies he 2gain with his Queen . 


A Dutch Woman by Record, 


: Bur that's all one, for now alas ! 


His Blade's not fo long == bis Sword, 


King Edward the Conf: flor lies 
Within this Monument fine. : 
me ſure, quoth one, a worſer Tomb, 

Muft ſerve both me and mine, 


Harry the fifth lies there; and there 
Doth lie Queen Elnor, 
To our firſt Edward ſhe was Wife, 
Which was more than ye knew before: 
Eenry 
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Henry the thirè lies there Entomb'd, 

lle was Herb Fob! in Pottage, 

Littte he did, bu ftill Raign'd on, 
Although his Sons were at Age- 


Fifty fix Years he Raigned King, 

E're he the Crown would lay by, 

Only we praiſe him cauſe he was 
Laſt Builder of the Abby. 


Why 'tis the Earl of Exeter, 
And this his Counteſs is 3 to Die 


Dol, Ay, ay, 1 


1 lexed her, 
How it perp as YE ; . her, rich 
Here Henry C ary, Ld Hunz don reſts. = * * 


What a noiſe he makes with his Name ? poor Folks. 
po &» OE 3 3 Cn 


Queen Elizabeth of great fame. eigy. That's ſhe 


for whom cur 


| And here's one William Colebeſter Bells ring ſo of- 
Lies ofa Certainty: 


Aud he that ſaith no, doth lie. 


This is the Biſhop of Durham 

By Death here layd in Fetters, 
Hen the ſeventh lov'd him weil, 
And ſo he wrote his Letters. 


Sir Thomas Baccbus, what of him? 

Door Gentleman not a word, 
Only they Buried him here; but now 

Fehoid that Man with a Sword. 


Hi:rphrey ae Bokun, who though he were 
Not Bora with me i' the ſane Town, 
Yet I can teil he was Earl of Eſſex, 
Of Hertford, and Northampton, 


ten, is it not Ma- 
- | > : * 
An Abbot was he of IVeftminſer, 11 — 4.9, 


He 


[ 
\ 


aa A © 
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He was High Conſtable of England, 
As Hiftory well expreſſes: 

But now pretty Maids be of good 
Wee rr going up to the Prefles, 


And now the Preſſes open ſtand 
And ye ſee them all arow, 
But never no more is ſaid of theſe 

Then what is aid below, 


ch 


No down the Stairs come we again, 

The Man goes firſt with a Staff, 'F 

Some two or three tumble down the Stairs, 
And then the People laugh, 2 


This is the great Sir Francis Vere, 
That ſo the Spaniards curry'd, 

Four Collonels ſupport his Tomb 
And here his Body's Buried, 


That Statue againft the Wal with one eye Dick. I warrant 


Is Major General Norris, Je Übe bad two, if 
He beat the Spaniards cruelly, | ET. 
As is affirm'd in Stories. e 


His ſix Sons there hard by him ſtand, 
Each one was a Commander, 
To ſhew he could a Lady ſerve, 
As well as the Hollander. 


And there doth Sir ohn Hollis reft, 

Who was the Major General 

To Sir Fobn Norris that brave blade, 
And ſo they go to Dinner all. 


For now the Shew is at an end, 
all things are done and ſaid, 
The Citizen pays for his Wife, 

The Prentice for the Maid. 
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The 1. N , written by one of 
the Craft: 


o be Sung on Criſpin Night. 
Tune Packington's Found. 


I 'am one in whom nature has fix d a decree, 

I Ordaining my life to be happy and free, 

Wich nc cares of the world I am ever perplex d, 
And never depending I never am vex d. 

I me neithet of ſo high nor ſo low a degree, 

But ambition and want are beth ftrangers to me, 

My life is a compound of frecdom and eaſe, 

I go here I will and Wok when | fleaſe, 

T live below envy and vet aba ze ſpight, | 

And Hy* i: 17ment eavagh for to do my ſelf tight; 
Some greater and richer I 64 a there may be, I 

Yetas many live worſe as live better than me, 

And f:w That from cares liye ſo quiet and free; 
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When Money comes in I live well till it's gone, 

So with it I'me happy, Content when I've none 

I ſpend it Genteelly, and never repent, 

If I looſe it at play, why I count it but lent, 

For that which at one time I loſe among friends, 

Another nights winning's ſtill makes me amends, 

And though l'me without the firſt day of the _ 

J ſtill make it out by ſhift or by tick, 

In mirth at my work the ſwift hours do paſs, 

And by ſaturday night, I'me as Rich as I was. 


Then let Maſters drudge on and be ſlaves to their trade; 
Let their hours of pleaſure by buſineſs be ſtay d, 
Let them venture their ftocks to be ruin'd by truſt, 
Let Clickers bark on the whole day at their poſt; 
Let em tire all that 0 with their rotified cant, 
wil you buy any 5, pray ſee what you want 


Let the reſt of the world, M contend to be great, 


Let ſome by their Loſſes, Repine at theit fate, 


Let others that thrive, not content with their ſtore; 


Be plagu'd with the trouble and thoughts to get mores | 


Let wiſe men Invent, till the world be decieved, — © 
Let fools thrive through fortune, and knaves be believed ; 

Let ſuch as are Rich know no want, but content, 
Let others be plagu'd to pay taxes and rent; 
With more freedom and pleaſure my time Ile employ; | 
And covet no Bleſſings but what I py. 85 


Then let's celebrate Criſpin with Bum mpers and Songs, 
And They that drink foul may it bliffer their tongues: 
Here's Luo in a hand, and let no-one deny em, 

Since Ciſpin in youth was a b. as I am. 
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The Female c ff 
E late in the park. ru” fancy was ſeen 


Betwixr an 0} Bud and a Juſty voung Queen, 
Their parting, of mon: y gan de uprout 


Ple have ba ans the Baud, but you than't * the llure; 'F, 


Why ti m. ou Houſe, 
l care not a Leuſc; 
Ile ha three perts of tour, or you get not a Soul. 


'Tis I ſays the here muff take all the pains, 

And you ſhall b. dawr'd ere you get all the gains 3 
The Baud being vex d ſtrait to ber did lay, 

Come off wi' your ddr, and ! pray pack away, 
And likewiſe your &ib245, your Gloves and your Hair, 

For naked vou came, and ſo out vou go — 
Then Buttoct. fo bold 

Began for to ſcold 3 
Hure don vas not able her Clack for to bold. 


B h Pell MI fen to? t, and made this uptoar, 


MW b theſe complements, th'art a Bard, th art a Whore, 


The Buds and the Buttock; that liv'd there around 
Came all to the Caſe, both Pockey aed Sound; 

To ſre what the reaſon was of this ſame fray, 
That did ſo di ſturb hem before it was . 

If I tell you amiſs, 

N Let me never more piſs, 

This Butzock ſo bold ſhe named was Sifs, 


By Quiffing with Cubes three pound he had got, 
And but one part of four muſt fall to her lot ; 


| Yet all the Buds cry'd, let us turn her out bare, 


Unleſs ſhe will yeild to return her half ſhare, 

If ſhe will not wer l help to trip off her cloaths, 
And turn her abroad with a flit o'the Noſe. 
Who when ſhe did ſee 

There was no Remedy, 

For her from the tyrannous Bauds to bet "Ig 


|: INE tcregoing tune. 


Ane 


__ 7 
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| The Hhore from the Money was forced to yield, 


And in the concluſion the Baud got the field. 


— 


— 


An Elegy On Mountfort. To the foregoing Tune. 


I 


| Montfort is gon, and the Ladies do all 


Break their hearts for this Beau, as they did for Duvall, | 


And they the two bratts for this Tragedy damn 
At Kenſington Court, and the Court of Bmem: 


They all vow and Swear 
IT̃hbat if any Peer 3 
Shou'd acquit this young Lord, he ſhoud pay very dear, 


Nor will they be pleaſed with him who on Throne is, 


If he do's not his part, to revenge their Adonis, ; 
8 


With the Widow their amorous Bowels do yearn 
There are divers pretend to an equal concern; 


And by her perſwafion their hearts they reveal 


In caſe of not guilty to bring an appeal 


They all will unite 
- The young Blade to indict, 
And in proſecution will join day and night, 
In the Mean- time full many a tear and a Groan is, 
Where. ever they meet for their departed Adonis. 


m1 


With the Ladies foul Murther's a horrible ſin 


Of one handſome without, tho a Coxcomb within, 


For not being a Beau, the ſad fate of poor Crab 


Tho himſelf hang'd for love, was a jeft to each drab. 
Then may Fering live long 
And may Rib among | 


The Fair with Fact Barkley and Culpepper throng : 


May no Ruffin whoſe heart as hard as a Stone is 
Kill any of theſe for a Brother Adonis. 


No 


| Ta charity Grieve for the death of Adonis. 
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No Lady hence · forth can be ſafe with her Beau, 
They think if this ſlaughter unpuniſh'd ſhould go, 


Their Gallants, for whoſe Perſons they moſt are in Pain 


Muſt no ſooner be Envy'd, but ſtraight muſt be ſlain. 
JJ 9 RIES 

5 None Car'd for the Rape 

Nor whether the Virtuous their uit {4 eſcape. 
Their trouble of mind, and their angu alone is. 


For the too ſudden fate of 0-part.d A,. 


v 


Let not every vain Spark think that he can engage 
The heart of a female, like o: an the Stage, 50 
H:: Flute, and his Voic*. and his Dancing are Rare, 


And wherever they Meet hey prevail with the Fair z 


ZBut no quality Fop 
Caen like: dir. Hop, 
'Adotn'd on the tag: and in Eaft-Tndia Shop, 


So, chat each from Mis Felton to ancient Drake Fone 18, 


Ber:vaging the death ofthe Player Adonis. 


Yet Adonis in ſpite of this new abjuration, _ 
Did banter the lawful King of this great nation, 
Who call 'd God's anointed a fooliſh old Prig, 
Was both a baſe and unmannerly Whigg. 
But Since he is Dead | 
; No more ſhall be ſaid, a 
For he in repentance has laid down his head. 
So, I wiſheach Lady, who in mournful tone is, 


ow 
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_ Ol SOLDIERS. 


Fold Soldiers, the ſong you would hear, : 

| And we old Fidlers, have forgot who they were; 

But all we remember, ſhall come to your Ear, 

That we ore old Soldiers of tbe Queens, 
And the Queens 01d Soldiers, 


With the 014 Drate, that was the next Man, 


To 014 Franciſcus, who firſt it began 
To (ail through the ſtraights of Magellan, 
Lite an old Soldier, &c. 


5 That put the proud Spaniſh Armado to wrack, LL 

And travel'd all o're th> old world and came back, 

In his old Ship, laden with Gold and old Sack; i 
Like &c. | 


With an 14 Candifh, that ſeconded him, 
And tanght his old Sail-s the ſame Paſſage to Swim, 
And did them therefore, with Cloa. h of Gold nd, : 
Like, &c. 


Like an 1 01d Raleigb, that twice and again, 

Sailed over moſt part of the Seas ar.d then, 
 Travyell'd all o're ho old World with his Pen, | 
Like, &c. ith 
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With an old Fobn Norris, the General, 
| That at old Gaun, made his Fame Immortal, 
1 pight of his Foes, with x no o loſs at all, 
lite, &c. 


2 Like old Breſt Fort, an invincible thing, 


When the old Queen ſent him, to help the French King, | 


| Took from the proud * to the worlds wondring, 
Like &c. | 


Where an old ſtout Be as goes the ſtory, 
Came to puſh of Pike with him in vain- glory, 
But de was almoſt ſent to his own Purgatory ; 

By this old Souldier, &c. 


: With an old Ned Norris, that kept gend. 
A terrour to Foe, and a refuge to Friend, 
And left it impregnable to his laft End? I 
| _ &c. 855 


1 E | That i in the old a W all, 2 


March d ore the old bridge, and knockt at the wall, 


＋ Of Lisbon, the Miſtreſs of Porrugal 3 , 


Like, &c. 


With an old Tim Norris, by the old Queen ſent, 

Of Munſter in ireland, Lord Preſident, 

Where his Days and his Blood, in her ſervice he ſpent z 
| Lite an old Souldier, —_; 


With an old Harry Norris in Battell wounded 
In his Knee, whoſe Leg was cut off, and he ſaid, 


You have ſpoyl'd my A and * d in his Bed ; 
Lite &c. 


With an old 1/71 Nwris, the oldeſt of all, 
Who went voluntary, without any call, 


Toth old ih Warrs, to's fame Immortal; 


Like &c. 


With 


5 <<< 


* 


ee 
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With an old Dick Venmun, i fs un. mes OE 


| That over the walls of old Ce iI Cline 


And there was Knighted, and liv'd all as dme; 8 
lite &c. 


Wir an eld Nordo Wenmar, when Breſt was o'erthrown, 


Into the Air, into the Seas, with Gunpowder blown, 


Yet bravely recovering, long after was known Ae 


For onold & 5 ER 


Wich an old Tom Penman, whoſe braveſt delight, 


ee 


4 ; 
5 


Was in a good cauſe for his Country to fight, 
And dy'd in Ireland, a good old Knightz 
ACS, ac © 


4 Witha young, Ned Wenman, ſo valiant and bold, | 


In the wars of Bobemia, as with the Old, 


Deſerves for his valour to be EnrolPd ; 


An 014 &c, 5 


And thus of Old Soldiers, ye hear the fame, 
But nere ſo many of one houſe and name, 


And all of old ohn Lord Viſcount of Thame ; 
An old Sonldigr of tbe Queens, 
And the Queens old Souldier, 
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| The Hopeful Bargain Or a Fave for a Hackney 
| Coachman, giving a Comical relation, how — 1 


 Ale-draper at the Sign of the Double- tooth d Rake 
in or near the new Palace- yard, Weſtminſter, Sold 


bis wife for a Shilling, an 8 id a ſecond =p 


time for five ſhillings to Judge; My 


2 
| Coachmen, and how her Husband receiv'd her again 
days and | 


— — 
=, ©. 


* 


== 


Who uſcd to Jc:k the Bun of his wife, 
And ihe was forced to ſtund on her Cher, 
To keep his clutehes from her Quoiff. 


— — Da—ͤ— 


e 


ere lives an Ale- draper near New palace- ard. 


She 


he 


X. XR IXO 
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dhe poor ſoul the weaker veſſel , 


To be reconcil'4 was eafily won, 


{ He held her in ſcorn. 
But ſhe Crown'd him with Horn, 


Without Hood or Seu f, and rougs 4s ſhe run · 


He for a Shilling ſold his Spouſe, 
And ſhe was very willing to go, 


And left the poor Cuckold alone in the Houſe; 
That he by himſelf his Horn might blow. 
A Hackney Coachman he did buy ber; 
And was not this a very good Fun ? 
With a dirty Pinner, 
As JI am a Sinner. | 

Without Hood or gef but rourh, &c, 


The Woman gladiy did depart, 


Between three men was handed away. 


He for her Husband 4 d care _ a fart, 
He kept her one whole night and day, 


Then honeft Jude the Coachman bought her. 
And was not this maſt cunningiy done? | 


Gave for her five Shilling, | 


To take her was willing. 


© by ithout Eood and Sea. ff, and rough, &c. 


The Cuckold to Fulgea letter did ſend, 


Where in he did moſt humbly crave ; 


*  Quothhe, 1 prithee, my Rival Friend, 


My Spouſe again I tain would have, 
And if you will but let me have her, 
I'le pardon what ſhe c're has done: 
] ſwear by my Maker, 


Again I will take her, 


Without od or Seoff, ata ak; Kc. 


He ſent an old Baud to interceed, 


And to perſwade her to come back, 

That he might have one of her delicat breed: 

And he would give her a ha'p'uth of Sack, 
C 


Theres 


as 
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Thereſore prithee now come to me, 
Or elſe poor I ſhall be undone, 
Then do not forgo me, 


But prithee come to me, 


Without Hood or Scarf, tho rough, — 


The Coachman then with much ado, 


Did ſuffer the Baud to take her out. | 
Upon the condition that ſhe would be true, 
And let him have now and then a Bout. 


But he took from her forty Shillings, 


And gave her a parting Glaſs at the Sun. 
And then with good buy'te ye, 
. Diſcharged his Duty, 


And turn d ber 4 grazing, rough as foe rut, 
The Cuckold invited the Coachman to dine, 


And gave him a Treat at his own expence. 5 

They drown'd all Cares in full brimmers of Wine. 
He made him as welcome as any Prince, 
There was all the Hungregation, 


Which from Cuckolds. Point was come, 
They kiſſed and Fumbled, 
They towzed and tumbled, 
ie was glad to tate ber rough as ſe run. 


Fudge does en Joy her where he liſt, 

He values not the old Cuckold's pouts, | 
And ſhe is as good for the Game as e're viſt, 
Fudge on his Horns fits drying of Clouts, 
She rants and revels when ſhe pleaſes, 


And to end as | begun 


The Horned Wiſe-acer © 
Is forced to take her, 
Miiboui Hood or aal and rough as ſhe ru: 
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The Maiden Lottery: Containing 70 Thouſand Tic- 
kets, at a Guinea each; the Prizes being Rich and 
Loving Husbands,from three Thouſand to one Hun- 
dred a Year, winch Lottery will begin to draw on 

next Valentine's Day. 


Then pretty Laſſs venter o , 
Kind Fortune may ber Smiles iow, 


— — 2 . — — — — 
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18 Ladies that live in the City, 
ſueet beautiful proper and tall, 
And Country Maids who dabling wades, 
here's happy good News for you all : 
A Lottery now out of hand, 
erected will be in the Fir md, | 
' Young Husbands with treaſure, and wealth out of meaſure 
will fairly be at your command eg 
of ber that ſhall light of a fortunate Lott; 
There's fix of three thouſz.d 4 Near to begot, 


I tell you the Price of each Ticket, 

it is but a Guinea, I'll vow: 
Then haſten away, and make no delay, 

and fill up the Lottery now: 
If Gillian that lodges in firaw, 

ſhall have the good fortune to draw 5 
A Knight or a Squire, he'll never deny _ 

tis fair and according to Law 

Then come pretty Lam amd purch aſc 4 Lott, | 
| There's ten of two thouſand a Tear 10 be 5 


The number is ſeventy Thouſand, 
when all the whole Lott is compleat; A 
Five Hundred of which, are Prizes moſt rich, 
believe me for this is no Cheat. 
There's Drapers and Taylors likewife, 
brave Men that you cannot deſpiſe ; 5 
Come brid;ct and enny, and throw in Jour Guinea, 
| a Husband's a delicate Priſe: 
Then come pretty Laſſes and purchaſe 4 Lott, 
There's ten of one Thouſand a Tear to be got. 


Suppoſe you ſhould win for your Guinea, 
2 Man of three thouſand Year, | 
Would this not be brave ? what more would you have 7 
you ſoon might in Glory appear, 
In glittering Coach you may ride, 
with Lackeys to run by your fide, 


For 


or 
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* For why ſhould y ou ſpare it, faith, win Gold and wear it > 


now who would not be ſuch a bride? 


Then come pretty Laſſes and purchaſe a Lott, 
There's ſixty, five bundreds a year to 5 ger. 


Old Widows, and Maids above forty, 


ſhall not be admitted to draw; 


There's five hundred and ten, as proper young Mets 
indeed, as your eyes ever ſaw, 


| Who ſcorns for one Guinea of Gold 


to lodge with a Woman that's old 

Young Maids are admitted, in hopes 2 be fitted, 
with Husbands couragious and bold : 

Then come pretty Laſſes and purchaſe a Lon, 


There are wealthy kind Husbands row, now, to p be er. 


Kind Men that are full of good Nature, 


the flaxen, the black, and the broun, 


Both luſty and ſtout, and fit to hold out, 


the prime and the top of che Toun, 


80 clever in every part, 


they'll pleaſe a young Girl to the heart; 


Nay, kiſs you, and ſqueeſe you, and tenderly pleaſe you, 


for Love has a conquering dart, 


Then come pretty Taſſes and purchaſe a Lott. 
There is wealthy kind Husbands now, > ow to be cet. 


Then never be fearful to venter 
dut Girls bring your Guineas away, 


Come merrily in, for we ſhall begia 


To draw npon Valentine's day; 


| The Prizes are many and great, 


each man with a worthy Eſtate; 


I hen come away Mary, Sib, Suſan, and Sarah, 


Joan, Nancy, and pretty fac d Kare, 
For now is the time, if you'll purchaſe a Lott, 
While wealthy kind Husband, they are to be got 


Amongſt you 1 know there is many, 
Will miſs of a capital Prize, 


* ret 
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Yet nevertheleſs, no ſorrow expreſs 
| but dry vp your watry eyes, 
Young Laſſes it is but in vain, 
In ſorrouful fighs to complain, 
| Then na er be faint hearted, tho luck be Jeparted, 
for all cannot reckon to gain, 
Jer vemure young Laſſer, your Guineas bring i in, 
The * will bave the Cry — to win. 


— —— - . N X a 
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Ome Beaus, virtuoſo 8, rich Heirs and Muſicians, 
Away, and in Troops to the Fubile jog 

"Levee Diſcocd and Death to the Coledge Phyſicians, 

Let the Vig'rons \V ture on, and the Impotent Flog : 


Al- 


+a 


With the Rock from whenceMortals were knockt o'th'headg 


Where once a S1e Pope was brought fairly to Bed. 


As Clerks of a Pariſh to a Pew in the City, 


With all his ſhav'd Spiritual Train'd-Bands by his ſide z 


|. 
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Already Rome opens her Arms to receive ye, 


And evry Tranſgreſſion her Lord will forgive ye. 


- "mh 


| Idulgences, Pardons, and ſuch Holy Lumber, 


As cheap there is now as our Cabbages grown 


While muſty old Reliques of Saints withou: number 
For barely the looking upon, ſhall be ſhown. £ 
Theſe, were you an Atheiſt muſt needs overcome ye, 


That firſt were made Martyrs, and afterwards Mummy. 
„ III. 5 . 
They'll ſhew ye the River, ſo Sung by the Poets, 


 Thev'll ſhew ye the place too, as ſome will avow it, 


For which, ever ſince, to prevent Interloping, 
In a Chair her Succeſſors ftill ſuffer a Groaping. 


| 5 3 | 
What a ſight tis to ſee the gay Idol accoutred, 
With Mitre and Cap, and two Keys by his ſide; He 

Be his inſide what *twill, yet the Pomp of his outward, 
She vs Servus ſervorum, no hater of Pride. 

Theſe Keys into Heav'n will as ſurely admit ye, 


» 


5 | Wo OT On ee lee 
What a fight *tis to ſee, the old man in Wen = 
Through Rome in ſuch Pomp as her Cæſars did ride; 

Now ſcattering of Pardons, here Croſſing, there Bleſſing. 
As, Confeſſors, Cardinals, Monks fat as Bacons, 
From Rev'rend Areb-Biſpops, to Roſie Arch Deacons, 


VI. 
Then for your Divertion the more to regale ye, 
Fine Muſick you'll hear, and high Dancing you'll ſee ; 
Men who much ſhall out warble your famous Fi leu, 
And make ye meer Fools, of Balloon and L' Abbe; 


C 4 And 
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And to ſhew ye how fond they're to Kiſs V aſtre Maros, [ 
Each Padre turns Pimp, all Nuns Courtezana's. 


vn. 


And when you've ſome Months at old Eclhylon been. 2, 
Aud on Pardons, aod Punks all your Rhino is ſpent; 
And when you have ſeen all, that's there to be ſeen-2 

_ You'llreturn not fo Rich, tho' as Wiſe as you went : | 
And'twill be but ſmall Comfort after ſo much Expence- 4 
That your Heirs will do juſt ſo an hundred Years hence-4, 


1 
q 


A SONG. The Words made by Mr. D'Ut ſey; 
5 Sett by Mr. D. Purcell. : 


755 
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ä vo. Oung Philander woo'd me long, 
I was peeviſh and forbad him; 
Nor would hear his loving Song, : 
And yet now I wiſh, I wiſh I had him; 
For each morn I view my Glaſs, | 
I perceive the whim is going; 
For when wrinkles ſtreak the Face, 
We may bid farewel to Wooing. 
For when wrinkles ſtreak the Face, 
We may bid farewel to woing. 


uſe your time ye Virgins fair, 5 
Chooſe before your day's are evil 3 
8 is a Seaſon rare, 
Five and Forty is the Devil; 
Juſt when ripe conſent to doo't, 
_ _ Hugg no more the lonely Pillow; 
Women like ſome other Fruit, 
Loſe their relliſh when too mellow. 
* Women like ſome other Fruit, 
Loſe their relliſh when too mellow. 


$ 
I 
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4 Tang Mons WILL. 


| 
| 


Young man ſick and like to aye, 
His laſt Will being written and found, 


11 give my Sou to God on high, 


And my Body to the Ground: 
Hnto ſome Churcb. men do I give 
Baſe minds to greedy Lucre bent, 
Pride and Ambition whilſt they live: 
By this my Vill and Teſtament. 


Item poor folks brown bread 1 give, 
And eke bz bones with hungry cheeks ; 
Toil and Travel whilft they live, 


And to feed on Noot, and Leeks, 
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Item to Rich men I beſtow, 
High Looks, low Deeds and hearts of flint, 


And that themſelves they ſeldom know z 


By this Ce. 


Proud ſtately Courtiers do 1 Will, 
Tuo faces in one head to wear: 

For Great men bribes I think moſt fit, 
Pride and oppreſſion through the year. 
"Tenants I give them leave to loſe, 


And Landlords for to raiſe their Rent 3. 
Rogues to fawn — and glole, 


By this Cc. 


Ite m to S0. tiers for their Fees, ER 
I give them 1/ounds their bodies full 
And for to beg on bended knees, 
With Cap in hand to every Cul; 


Item I will poor SchoJars have, 
For all their Pains and Travel ſpent; 
 Rergs, Fas and . of every Knaye, 


By this Sc. 


To Shoemakers I grant this Boon, 
Which Mercury gave them once before 3 


Altao' they earn two pence by Noon, 


I 0o ſpend 'ere night two Groats and more: 
And Blaclſniths when the work is done 
I give to them Incontinent; 
Io drink two Barrels with a Bun 
| By this Se. 


To H-zvers ſwift this do ! NY 


Againſt that may beſeem them well: 


That they their good wifes do — 


Bring home a yard and ftzal ane 
And To too muſt be ſet dowa, 
A Gift to give them 1 am bent; 


To cut four ſleeves to every Gown, 
* tuis Oe. 
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To Tavern haunters grant I more, 
Red eyes, Red noſe and ftinking breath: 
And doublets foul with drops before, 
And foul ſhame until their Death z 
And Gameſters that will never leave, 
Before their Subſtance be all ſpent ; 
The wooden Dagger I bequeath, 

By this Sc. 


To common Fidlers I will that they, 

Shall go ia poor and thread bare coats: 

And at moſt places where they play, 

To carry away more Tunes than Groats, 

To wandring Players I do give, 

Before their Subſtance be all ſpent ; 
Proud Silk'n Beggers for to live, 

By this Sc. Mn nnd, 


To Wenching ſmell- ſmocks give I theſe, 
Dead looks, gaunt purrs and craſy back: 
And now and then the foul Diſeaſe, 
Such as Jill gave to Jack. 
To Parretors I give them clear, 

For all their Toi and Travel ſpent : 

The Devil away ſuch Nuaves to bear, 
Ss 


J will that Curpurſes haunt all Fairs, 
And thruſt among the thickeſt throng 3 
That neither Purſe nor Packer ſpare, 
But what they get to bear along : 

But if they Falter in their trade, 

And ſo betray their bad intent; 
1 give them Tyburn for their ſhare, 


To Serving men I give this Gift, 

That when their ftrength is once decay d: 
The maſter of ſuch Men do ſhift., 

As horſe-men do a toothleſs Fade... 


Item 
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Item I give them leave to Pine, 

For all their ſervice ſoill ſpent 3 _ 
and with Duke Humpbry for to Dine, 
By this Cc. OT 


Item to Millers I Grant withal, 
That they Spare nor Poke nor Sack! 
But with Griff, ſo ere befal, 
They Grind a Strike and fteal a Peck. 

I will that Butchers Huff their Meat 
And ſell a lump of Kammiſh ſcent ; 
For Wether Mutton good and ſweet 

By this ec. 


I will Ale wives puniſh their Gueſts, 
With hungry Cakes and little Cans: _ 
And barm their drink with new found Jeſt, 
Such as is made of P7ſpot grounds: | 
And ſhe that meaneth for to gain, 
And in her houſe have Mony ſpent; 

] will ſhe keep a pretty Punk, 


By this C. 


To j-alous Hus bands I do grant, 
Lack of Pleaſure want of Sleep: 
That Lanthorn horns they never want, 
Tho ne'er ſo cloſe theit Wives they keep; 
And for their Wives I will that they; 
The cloſer up that they are pent: 

The cloſer ſtill they ſeek to play, 

By this Ge. | I. 


For ſwearing ſw1ggerers nought is left, 

Io give them for a parting blow: 

But de ving off of damned Oaths, 

And that of them I will beftow. 

Item I give them for their pain, 

That when all hope and livelyhood's ſpent; 

A allet or a hempen Chain, 5 
By this my Will and Teſtament. 
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Time and longeſt Livers do I make, 
The ſuperviſers of my Will: 

My Gold and Silver let them take, 
That | will bg for tin Malvein bill. 


A new Song, 8 the Play-honſe. 
—_— By Mr. Dogget. 


n the Devil's Country there lately did awell, 
A crew of ſuch Whores as was ne'er bred in Hell 


| The Devil himſelf he knows it full well, 


Which nobody can deny, deny 3. 
Which nobody can deny. 


| There were Six of the gang, and all of a blood, 


Which open'd as ſoon as got into the bud 


There are five to be hang'd when the other proves good, 


Which nobody can deny Go. 


But it ſeems they have hitherto Sav'd all thcir lives, 


Since they cou'd not live honeft there's tour made Wives 
The other tw they are not Marry'd but 5% s. 


Which nobody can deny Oe. 


The 25 
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The Eldeft the matron of 'tother five Imps, 

| Though as chaſt as Diana or any 0 'th Nymphs 

| Vet rather than Daughter ſhall want it ſhe pimps, 
5 Which nobody can deny Oc. 


Damn'd proud and ambitious both old and the young, 
And not fit for honeſt men to come among 
A damn'd Itch in their Tail, aud fling in their Tongue, 
Sing tantarra rara Whores all Whores all 
Sing tantarra rara 2 all. 


4 


* 
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N 1 it has] is for Better for Worſe, 
IV Some count it a Bl: ſſing and others a Curſe: 7 
The Cuckold are: f et if the Proverb prove true, 
And then th: e's no doubt but in heav*n there's enough z 
Of hon-# rich Rogues who nc'er had got there, 
If their wives ha 1 not ſeat em thro trembling and fear. 


Some 


= - Pills to Purge Melanchely. 


Some Women are honeft tho rare in a wife, 
Yet with ſcoulding and brawling they'le ſhorten your life, 


You ne re can enjoy your bottle and friend, 
But your wife like an Imp is at your elbow's end, 
Crying fie, fie you ſot, come, come, come, come, 
So theſe are unhappy abroad and at home. 


we find the Batchelor liveth beft, \ 


Tho' Drunk or Sober he takes his reſt 
He never is troubled with ſcolding and ftrife, 
is the beſt can be ſaid of a very good wife 
ut merrily day and night does ſpend, 
- Enjoying his Miftreſs, Bottle and Friend. 


A woman out-wits us do what we can, 


mn She'le make a fool of ev'ry wiſe man: 


Old mother Eve did the Serpent ober, 
And has taught all her Sex that damnable way; 


w Of Cheating and Cozening all Mankind, 


Tvere better if Adim had ftill been blind. 
The poor Man that Marries he thinks he does well, 
I pitty's condition for ſure he's in Hel, 
The fool is a Sotting and ſpends all he gets 
The Child is a Bawling the wife daily Frets, 
That Marriage is pleaſant we all muft agree, 
Conſider it well there's none happier can be, 


- of Satyr or Ditty, upon the Farring of the _ aſt- 
India Companies. By Air. Durfey. t- 
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e Morn as lately Muſing, 
I went to the City to Poll, 

Where Members then were a chuſing, 

1 chanc'd to take up a Scrol, 
A ſtinging Jeſt by my Soul, 
It afterwards happen'd to be, 
For the ficſt Words as I unrol'd, 
| Were Agree you rich Cucholds, Agree. 


Tho' th' Authors Brains did Ramble, 
The Sence was Po'ynant and ftrong, 
I ſoon found by the Preamble, an 
Tas made of a Trading Throng g 
That to Eaſt-· India belong, 5 
As by the Matter you'll ſee, 
For the Burthen ſtill of my Seng. 
Was agree ye rich Cuckolds, Agree, 


Their Golden Bags Tncreafing, 

The old Company purſe proud grew, 
Till at laſt two Million, railing, 
Some others, ſctupa new: 

And they were for Trafficking too, 
And Cheating by Land and by Sea, 
And (wore they'd t'other undo, | 
Come Agree, ye rich Cuckolds agree. 


Reſolv'd to be thought Fhrifty, 
They got Subſcrip: ions like mad, 


42 
Some wrote ten hundred and fifty, 
A Thouſand more than they had, 
] thought em bewitch'd, by gad 
Or that I ſome Viſion did fee, 
But the Old to truckle they made, 
Come Agree ye rich Cuckolds Agree 3 


A Thouſand Rogues and Cheaters, 


5 In Corubil you'd hear them call, 


The Tories, and the Tubmeetere, 
That rooſted near Leaden-Hall, 


On how Cheapſide too did baul, 


At thoſe in the Poltery, 
For ſhame leave acting your Droll. 
And Agree ye rich Cuckolds, Agrees 


To the Senate then with Vigour, 
The Old ſoon after adreſs d. 
Tho' half were chows'd by the Tiger, 

That wondrous politick Beat, 
The whilft the unfortunate reſt, 
In courſe outvoted muſt be, 
Was ever kuown ſuch a Jeſt, ER 
Come Agree, ye rich Cuckolds, Agree. 


Tho balk'd by this Digreſſion, 
Yet moving another Spring, 

They made amends the next Seſſion, 
And clearly carried the thing, 

To Court, their Caſe, then they bring, 
And reverence made on the Kn:e, 

But the anſwer got from the K — 

Was agree, ye rich Cuckolds agree. 


Tho' kept a while at Diſtance, 
Yet leaft they ſhould totally drop, 
They got a Legal Exiftence, 
And then were ftraight cock a hoop, 
But when the new ones did ftoop, 
The t'other as huffing would be, 
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For 


For now agen they got up, 
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Come Agree, Stubborn Cuckolds, Agree. 


The new with falſe ſham Stories, 
Of which each noddle was _ 


Equipt Sir . N. 


—_ _ - . ee 


* ELEC N 
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An Envoy to the Mogul, 


And he did the Collony fool, 


With Tidings that never will be, 


Were e're Stockjobbers ſo dull, 


Come Agree, je rich Cuckolds, Agter. 


The old, that knew this Paſſage, 
And what Commiſſion he bore, 


A Jolly Lad, with a Neſſage, 


To C ontradict it ſent. ore, 


Another Pocket he wore, 


Five hundred Pounds was his Fee, 
It ſhould have bezn as much more, 
Come, Agree to that NMiſers, — 


| Ye Jarring Powers that rule us, 


What fooliſh doings are here, 


Whilſt theſe two Factions fool us, 


No honeſt Man can appear, 


No Mayor be choſe for a Year, 


But that (ome trick in't will be, 
Nor Kaig ht can ſtand for the Shire, 
Come Agree, ye rich Cuckolds, Agree. 


: What hopes to have free Senates, 


Whilſt you are playing chis Game, 
And bribe the Boors and Tenants, 


Through Spite each other to tame, 


The Church too Faith has a Maim, _ | 
Whilſt Whigs, and high Tories, there be, 
Reform, Reform, then for Shame, 5 


And Agree, ye rich Cuckolds, Agree. 


* Nom ber can go to Shrewsperry her Flanning for to (ell, 
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4 SONG. 


Tx Caffaleer was gone, and the Roundhead he was 
Was the greateſt Ble ſſing under the sun; (come, 
Zefore the Devil in Hel ſally d out and ript the Placket of 
Ay, and take her Money too. r 
Chor. Cox bleſs ker Maſter Runde ad, and fend _ "= : 


Her can carry a creat ſharge of Money about her, 
Thirty or Forty Groats lapt in a Welch Carter, 
Ay, and think her ſelf rich too, 

Chor. Cot bleſs, &c. 


' Now her can coe to Shurch, or her can ftay at home, 
Her can ſay her Lord's-Prayer, or her can let it alone: 


Her can make a Prayer of her own Head, lye with her 
Ay, and ſay a long Crace too. (Holy Siſter. 


Chor. Cor bleſs, &c. 


But yet for all the great Cood that you for her have done, 
| Would you wou'd make Peace with our King, and let her 


| (come home 
Put of the Millitary Charge, Impoſt and Exciſe, 
Ay, and free quarter too. 3 


Chor. Then Cot ſhall bleſs your Maſter Roundhead, and 


(ſend ber well to do. 
A 
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er Iireine Aftrea kither flew, 
r. To Cynthez's brighter throne; 


She left the lrom World below, 
To bleſs the Silver Moon: 
e, She leſt the Iron World below, 
er_ To) vleſs the Silver Loon, 


Tho? Phabus with his hater: baams, 
Do's Gaid in Earth Create; 

nd That leads thule wretches to ExX'Teams,. 

2 Ol Av'rice Luſt and Hate: 
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14 fear, | fear, L have ſpoil'd he Waſt. 


Hen firſt T ſaw her charming Face, 
Her taking Shape and moving Grace; 


0 Roſie Cheeks, my Roſie Cheeks did glow with. beat z 5 
My Heart and my Pulſe did beat, beat, beat, 
My Heart and my Pulſe did deat; ; 


I wiſh'd for a, I wiſh'd for a, Jo you, do you gueſs 
What do you gueſs what makes Soldiers fight, 35 
Soldiers fight and States-men Plot; 


Subdues us all in every thing, | 
And makes, makes a Subj-&t of a King, 


Sill ſhe deny'd, and I reply'd, 


Away ſhe flew, I did purſue, 

At laſt I catch'd her fats | 
But oh! had you ſcen, but oh! had you ſeen; 
Had you (cen + hat bad paſt between 
Oh I fear, I fear,.oh! I fear, 1 f-2r, oh! 1 fean, g 
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4 Mr. Tho. D'Urtey, 0 Im of the late Mr. Hen- - 
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Fons of Muſes, then Cloak your abuſes, 


Time frenzy Curers, and ſtubborn Nonjurors, 
| They've hinted, they've Printed, our vein it profane is, 
Dull clod pated Railers, Smiths Coblers and COS. 


| Under the Notion, of Zeal for Devotion: 


n 


The hopes of Preferment, is what makes the vermin, 


4 Cuckolds and Canters, with Scruples and Banters; 
The old Forty-one Peal, againſt Poetry Ring: | 


SASH 


The Rebel that chules, to cry down the Muſes, | 
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Ew Reformation, begins through the Nation, 
And our grumbling Sages,that hope for good wages, 
Direct us the way: 


And leaſt ou ſhou d trample on pious example, 
Obſerve and obey. 


For want of Diverſion, now Scourge the lew'd Times: 
And worſt of all Crimes; 
Hare damn'd all our Nhimes. : 


The Humours has fir'd *em, or rather * em, 
To tutor the Age: 
But if in Seaſon, you'd know the true reaſon z 


Now rail at the Stage. 


But let State Revolvers, and Treaſon Ahſolv = 
Excuſe me if 1 Sing , — | 


| Woud cry down the King. 


; o 
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= Dialogue between @ Town Sharper and bis Ho- 
fees, Sung by Mr. Leveridge and Mr. Pate; Sete = 
by Mr. Daniel _ -. 4 : 


Pills to Purge Melancholy, 


har. A 7 Hilſt wretched Fools ſneak up and down, 
Y Y Play hide and ſeek about the Towng 
 Depreſt by Debts, and Fortunes frown, 
By Duns too kept in awe; 1 
When ever my occaſions call, 
And ' mongſt my Creditors I fall; 
— l've one fine Song that Pays em all; 
nd | Fa , I, Oe. 


Good morro Sir, I'm glad to ſee, 
Your Humour is ſo brisk and free 

I hope the better tis for me, 

85 If you your Purſe will draw: 

have been two Years at Bed and Board, 
And I, Lord help me, took your Word z 
But now muſt have what here is Scor d, 

For all your Fa, la, la, la. 


D 2 


— 
: 
* 
— 
= 
=_ 

Led 

* 


Sharp. 


72 
1 


ZBut I have ſome thing elſe in bank 3 
: We'll fit and Chaunt from Morn to Noon, | 
No Nightingal in May or Funs, = 


1 


And can jou think I pa my Rent, 


Four boaſted Song's a fooliſh thing, 
For do but you the Mony bring, 


Pills to Purge Melanchoh. 
My purſe ſweet Hoſteſs is but lank, | 


u at home ll kindly thank, 
_ With charming ſweet Sol fa. 


Did ever Sing ſo fine a Tune, 
As f, la, la, la, la, la, &c. 


Jou take me for an Idiot ſure, 
Win this fine Tune my debt ſecure, 
Or pay my Baker or my Brewer, 

' "Or keep me from the Lau, 
To buy your Shirts there 8 Mony lent, 

| Beſides in Neat and Drink more ſpent 3 


With fa, Je, la, Ia, 45 la, &c. 
In teach thee ſuch a pretty Song 


Shall pleaſe the Rich, Poor, Old, and Young 3 . 


Get thee a Husband Stout and Strong, 

Some Country Rich Jack-Daw z 
Nay more I'll bring to quit my Scores, 

A crew of Toping of Whores 


Shall Drink all Night and Charm the Hours, 
: With fa, la, Je, Ia, Ia, la, &c. 


Ye cunning Rogue this wheedling talk, 
Ton fancy will rub out my chalk z 
But 1 your fly deſign will balk, 

When you to Jayl I dra; 


'n find I can already ſing, 
— CK 


Shay 
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lie 


Has not my Dance ill Humour Charm'd ? 
I muſt confeſs my Blood is warm'd. 


> And Heart I hope by Love alarm'd, 


To laugh ha, ha, ha, ba. 


| You think you've catch'd me now I ſmile, 


No that I'll do at Night dear child, 
Well Tu the Bayliffs ftop a while, 
To try your Fa, la, Go. 


ain 


ww 3 emis 


4.4 fo re " . 
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ASONG 3 80 * eim. 


Nat 2 = | 


h Zi 


| He Devil he puly4 off his Facket of flame, 
I the Fryer he pull'd off his Covle, 
| The Devil took him for a dunce of the Game, 
the Fryer took him for a Fool; 
He piqu d, and repiqu d ſo oft, that at laſt, 
he [wore by the Jolly fat Nuns, 
If Cards came no better than thole that are vaſt, 
oh! oh 1 I ſhall loſe all my Buns, 


A D 4 


PR 


480 NG Set by Mr. William Croft. 
Sing the iſ. 6. lines robe it, Strain. 2 


= And the Blooming Trees, 


Pills to Purge Melmchoh. 
C=O 


their Geddes ol Rats. 


= Poſer 4 
a 5 


Oh! Yenus, oh ! how ſweet Breeze, | 
And the Blooming Tree, re the cooling 
wy to n 
| She with 1 
5 A Motion i 
Lies too, and Fluses too, 10 
Oh Venus, oh! al Fr, ee bn when he w. 


; * — ER ETN- 


— 


Dedicated to all the $ Merchant Lon-- 
don. The Words by Tho. hy 
F Mr. Jeremy n * wh — 


Sing the .. lines to tie if. Strain, and-the reft 20 lle lat. | 


N Tong Gatto, r Health 


Rink, my 1 1 Drink and rejoyce, 
There never was this hundred Years, 
For Europe better — # 
| The Czar is maul d, 
His Foxes hold, 
In Shoals the Bears do f 
Tho" tis clear, f 
is ſneaking here, | 
Was flity to be taught of us the Policy of War, ; 
Jet who'd have thought the Frantick Sot, 
Durſt fall on our Ally . 
Nut he's gone, 
He's quite undone, 
His Money and Artillery the Swede has won; > 
' wi Meaſures now will fail, 
And Spaniſh wont prevail; 
_ This Action has turn'd the Scale; 85 
Follow then thou Flow'r of Men, 


And whilft they howl and rave, 
A Bumper we will have, 
A Health to Young Guſtave, 


The Spirit of thy Anceſtor revive again; 


Pills to Purge Melancholy. J 
A New Song Tranſlated from the French. © 


— 


And in dull Abſence paſs'd the Day; 

What at home was doing, doing, 

With Chat and Play 

We are Gay | 

Night and Day, | 
Good Chear and Mirth renewing g . 5 
Singing, Laughing ali z Singing Laughing all, like pretty, 

ee © (pretty Pol) 


85 Al. to Purge Melancholy. 


Was no Fop ſo rude, boldly to Intrude, | 
And like a fawcy Lover wou'd | e ' 
and Teaze my Lady : ; 
A Thing you know, | 
Made for Show, 
Sa Call'd a Beau, | 
Near herwas always ready, 
Ever at her call, like pretty pretty Poll, 


— 


Tell me with what Air, he approach'd the Fair, 
And how ſhe could with Patience bear, 
All he did and utter d: 
N He ſtill 1 
Scill 2 


gung. Naatrd, — and Flutter-d To 
Wel teceiw d in an, like pretty, Pretty Pol. 5 al 


5 r the Day, 


uſe to ftay 
Is x Corner dodging, 
5 The want of Ligte, 


—_.- When 'rwas Night, 
= rd my fight: 
1 


e his Lodging, 
| —— TE 0, leere, pretey, ren. 


r 
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Wells. The Words Mr. DUrtfey, de t 
Ting of Mr. Ag — 
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2 FP fo Pioge Melanchoh: 


F Eave, leave the drawing Room, 


; Where Flowers of Beauty usd to Bloom, 
The Nymph fated to o recome, 1 


No Triumphs at the Wells; 


$3 Shape, Air, and Charming Eyes, 


_ - a_—_ — — — = 
— we 4 =_ 
= SR — — . —— eo 


— K 
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Jou may be ſure is ſhe, 


i 
i| 
if 
1 


Her Face the Gay, the Grave and wiſe, 
The Beaus ſpite of Box and Dice, 
Acknowledge all Excells : 


5 Ceaſe, ceaſe to ask her Name, | 
The Crown'd Muſes nobleft Theam, 


Whoſe Graces by Immortal Fame, 
Should only ſounded be, 


But if you long to know, 
Look round yonder Dazling Row, 


And who does moft like an Angel ſhow, 


See near the Sacred Springs, 
That cure to fell Diſeaſes bringe, 
As Loud Fame of Ida Sings, 
Three Goddeſſes appear, 


Wealth, Glory too Poſſeſt, 5 
The third with Charming Beauty bleſt, 
So rare Heaven and Earth confeſt, 


- She Conquered every where, 
Like her this Charmer now, 


Makes all Loveſick Gazers bow, 


Nay even old Age the Flame allow, 
That Influences all, 


Wealth can no Trophy rear, 


Nor bright Fame the Garland wear, 
To Beauty every Paris here, 
Devotes the Golden Ball, 


Bills to Purge Melancholy 
4 SO NG by a Perſon of Honour. 


"ns INS 2 


' T Noon in a ſultry Summer's day, 
' A. The brighteſt Lady of the May, 
Young Cloris Innocent and Gay, 


Mefick by Mr. John Weldon. 


64 
Ser 


| Yet when the Baſhful Boy drew ni 
; She wou'd have ſeem d are vid, 


By ſo much truft and modeſty 


- - "4 
— — — œ— — 
— — — - — — 
—ͤ88ͤ— VF! ̃ ¾ͤö! 
— — — 
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he ns Bade bor ane ems 
She had him quickly in her Eye, n 


She let her Iv ry Needle fall, 

e e 
ve Str 2 : 

15 wou d have wak d the Bead. 


Dear gentle Youth Er none but the? 
With Innocence probe was 


No Nymph was cer HY 
1 * my Lap, 


Menon Powers fo ſtroak and dap; 


Thou may ſt ſecurely take a Nap, 
Which he poor Fool, obey'd. 


She ſaw him Yawn and heard him Snore; 
And found him faſt afleep all o're ; 
She ſigh'd and cou'd no more, 

But Starting up ſhe ſaid. 
Such Vertue ſhou rewarded be, 
For this thy dull fidelity 


Tu truſt thee with my Flocks, not me; 


- Purſue thy Grazing trade. 
Go milk thy Goats and Sheer thy Sheep; 


By me * Maid, 


Loo 


And watch all night thy Flocks, to keep; 
Thou ſhalt no more be 1ull'd aflcep, 


FITS 


! 


889811 


| a v the Lover is thinking. 


With Bacchus ll ſpend the whole Night, 


When I do may I never drink more. 


Pills to Purge Meclanchoh. 


6s 
4 Song Se by lu. Jeremy Clark. | 


With my Friend I' be Drinking, 
And with Vigour purſue my Delight, 
While the Fool is deſigning 

His fatal confining, 


With the God I'll be Jolly, 
Without Madneſs or Folly. 
Fickle Woman to Marry Implore, 
Leave my Bottle and Friend, 
For ſo Fooliſh an end, 


es Als to Purge Melanchoh. 


De Comtry-Dialogue made by Mr. Tho: Durfey, 
Set by Mr. Daniel Purcel, Sung by Mr. Peirſon 
and Mrs. Harris at Mrs, Myans's Booth in 


| - Bartholomew-Fair, 


N — 


. * 6 5 * 1 
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Pills to Purge Me 
He. | 


choly. | 


H XX nere Oxen do Low, 
ET And Apples do grow 3 


Where Corn is ſown, 

And Graſs is mown ; 

Where Pigeons do fly, 

And Rooks Neſtle hig); 
Fate give me for Life a Place: 


 Ske Where Hay is well Cock'd, 


And Udders are Stroak'd 
Where Duck and Drake, 
Cry quack, quack, quack; 
Where Turkeys lay eggs, 

And Sows ſuckle Pigs, 


Oh! there I would paſs my days. 
He On nought we will feed, 


Sh: But what we do breed; 
And wear on our backs, 

He Ihe wool of our flocks ; 

She And tho Linnen feel rough, 
Spun from the wheel, 


Tis cleanly tho' courſe it comes. 5 
He Towa follyes and Cullies, 


And Molleys and Dolleys, 


For ever adieu, and for ever; 


She 


48 Pills to Purge Melanchoh. 


She And Beaus that in Boxes, 
Lue ſuugling their Doxies, 
Wich wggs that hang down to Buns. 


n. | 
He Good b'uye to the Mall, 
The Park and Canal 
St. James s Square, 
And Flaunters there: 


The Gaming houſe too, 
Where high Dice and low, 


Are manag d by all degrees: 5 


She Adieu to the Knight, 
Was bubled laſt night, 
That keeps a Blowz, 
And beats his ſpouſe 3 
And now in great hafte, 
To pay what he's loft, 
1 Sende home to cut down his Trees, 
He And well fare the Lad, © 
She Improves e ry Clad, 
He That ne'er ſets his hand, 
To Bill or to Bond, 
She Nor barters his Flocks, 
For Wine or the Pox, 
To chouſe him of half his Days : * 
He But Fiſhing and Fowling, 
And Hunting and Bowling, 
His Paftime is ever, and erer; 
She Whoſe Lips when you buſs ww 
Smell like the Bean-blofſom, 
on he 'tis ſhall have my praiſe! 


m. 


He To Tavern where goes, 
$ow'r Apples and Sloes, 
Alon 


adicu! 
rewel too, 


[ 
| 


The 


Bills to Purge Melanchoh. 
The Houſe of the Great, 
Whoſe cook has no Meat, 
And Butler can't quench my Thirſt. 
die Good b'uye to the Change, 
| Where Rantepoles range; 
Farewel cold Tea, 
And Rattafee, | a 
Hide- Park too, where Pride 
Iz] Coaches do ride, 5 
He Farewel the Law-Gown, 
She The plague of the Town, 
That ſhould be run down, 
be With City-Jack-dawsy ; 
That make Staple-Laws, 
To Meaſure by Yards and Ells. 
| He Stock- Jobbers and Swobbers, 
ö And Packers and Tackers, 
PpPor ever adieu, and for ever; 
Cho. We hnow what you're doing, 
1 And bome we're both going, 
24% ge a ring the Belt, 


EE m— 


A Health to the Tacker. 


4 
7 
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Pills to Purge Melancholy. 


Ere's a Health to the Tackers, my Boys, | 


1 But mine A—ſe for the Tackers about, 


May the brave Engliſh Spirits come in, 
And the Knaves and Fanaticks turn out: 


Since the Magpyes of late are confounding the State, 
And wou'd pull our Eftabliſhments down, $ 
Let us make em a Jeft, for they ſhit in their Neft 
And be true to the Church and the Crown. 


Loet us chooſe ſuck Parliament Men 

As have ſtuck to their Principles Tight, 
And wou'd not their Counrry betray 5 

la the Story of Aſhby and II bite, 


Who care not a T-4, for a Whig or a Lord, 
That won't fee our Accounts fairly ſtated, 


For C——{ ne're Fears the Addreſs of thoſe 
. Whothe Nation of Millions have Cheat 


The next thing adviſeable is, 

Since Schiſm ſo ſtrangely abounds, 
To oppoſe e'ry Man that's ſet up 
 _ ByDifſ-nters in Corporate Towns, 
For High Church and Low Church has bro 
And Conſcience ſo bubbl'd the Nation, 
For who is not ftill, for Conformity Bill 

Will be ſurely a R en Occaſion, 


© — -— 


'.: 


ught us to no 


(Church, 


The 


— 
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' The Loyal Scot , or, the _ Health. A New 
SONG. Tube Words made to 4 Pretty Scotch 
Tune. . 


Note: Tou muſt Sing 8 Lines to each Strain. 


be | 


N 


And our Maſter great Wily from Hollands got home 


Now the Parliament Leards are ſat down to command, 


: 


I'ſe gang o'er the Tweed into bonny England; | 
 I'ſe oft heard of Wily in Edinborougb town, 
Of his muckle great Deeds and his gallant Renown ; 
But I ne er ſaw his Face yet, nor kiſs d his fair Hand, 
30 Tie gang for that Honour to bonny England, 


To fave us in ſeaſon hecroſs'd o'er the Seas, 
Turn'd out Popiſh Rats that were Eating our Cheeſe ; 
Reliev'd us from Nome when we aw were _ 
Toa veel he came hither for bonny England; 
He fought for our freedom, and fiaſh'd the work, 
He rooted out Maſs, and He Licens'd the Kirkz 
He Peace too ſecur'd, ſpight of ail durft withſtand, 
For th' profit and honour of bonny Enland, 


He vallorouſly, vallorouſly Life did expoſe, 

Then generouſly, generouſly guard him from foes 3 
Nea mear 0'th' Army ſend heam, and disband 2” 
Ye Deaughty Law makers of bonny England ; 


Sing derry, derry down, derry, derry down, derry, derry 


8 8 [down all 3 
And to Royal Wily take fix in a hand, —_ 
Ye Jolly brave Topers of bonn Eng! od, 


4 


wav 


Ow the ground is hardFroze,and cawdWinter iscome, | 


But merry, merry be, very merry ye Ladds of White-#l, | 


— — - 41 
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| 4SONG Seth 26. Anthony Young. 


Ince Celia only has the Art, 
And only She can captivate g 
And wanton in my Breaft, 
All other pleaſure I deſpile : 
Than what are from my Celtz's Eyes I 
In her alone I'm Net. 


When e're She Smiles new Life She gives, 
And happy, happy who receives; 
Frͤerom her Inchanting Breath : 
Tuben prithee Celia ſmile once more, 
Since I no longer muft adore, 

| For when you * tis death. 


| . 
| Cy ? 


HI how lovely ſweet and dear, 
| Is the kind relenting Fair, 

Who Reprieve us in Deſpairg 
Oh! that thus my Nymph wou'd ſay, 


. e, come my dear, thy cares repay, 


Be Reſt my Love, be wine today, 
Come, come my dear, thy cares repay, 
Be Bleft my Love, be mine to day. 


* — n 
. 


— 


4 
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TIINI. 


A 


— 


Loud Eccho, feu Eccho ſpread my Voice, 
Advance, zdvaic*, ay.i: ce, Gay Tenants of the Plai n, 
Adyas ce, advarce, advance Cay Tenants of the Plain, 
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— SO NG * 15 Mrs. Bracegirdle. 


_ 5 Feſt 


— — 


. . 


_ by — — — S} ; —— — 


Dvance, advance, advance ce Gay Tenants of the Plain, 

Adrance, advance, advance, Gay Tenants of t che e 
Leud Eccko ſpread my Voice, | 
Loud ci pread my Voice, 

Lord Eccho, lau! Fccho, loud Eccho, 


* 


12 
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A'SO NG Sung by Mrs. Bracegirdle. 4a 
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kaſe, ceaſe of Cupid to complain, 


love, Love's a joveva while a pain; 
Oh ! then think! oh! then think? 
Oh! then think how great his El. fl. s, 


Moving Glances, Balmy K iſſcs, 
Charming Raptures, matchleſs Sweets, 


Love, Love alone, Love, Love alone, 


5 Love, Love alone, all joys compleats.. 


3 &#. & 8. 4 ws 
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A SONG Sung by Mrs. Bracegirdle. 
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| # Ome, come ye Nymphs, 
Tome ye Nymphs and ev'ry Swain, 
Come ye Nymphs and ev'ry Swain, 


__  Galarea leaves the Main, 


Io revive us on the Plain, 


To revive us, to revive us, to revive us on the Plain; 


Come, come, come, come ye Nymphs, 

Come ye Nymphs and ev'ry Swain, 

Come ye Nymphs and ev'ry Swain; 
Calatea leaves the Main, | 

To revive us on the Plain, 

To revive us on the Plain, 
Come ye Nymphs and ev'ry Swain. 


ͤ——U—ü— 


| 4 SONG Seh Ms. John Barrett. 


D doo: a. oa - 


I Arthe the Lovely, the joy of her Swain, 

1 By bis was Lov'd and Lov'd [pbi; again; 

She liv'd in the Youth, and the Youth in the Fair? 

Their Pleaſure was equal, and equal their Care: 

No Time, no Enpyment, their Dotage withdrew g 

But the longer they liv'd, but the longer they liv'd,. 
Still the fonder they grew. 


A Paſſion ſo happy alarm'd ail the Plain, 
Some envy'd the Nymph, but more envy'd the Swain, 
Some ſwore 'twould be pity their Loves to invade, 
That the Lovers alone for each other was made : 
But all, all conſented, that none ever knew; 
A Nymp! yet fo kind, a Nymph yet ſo kind, 

Or a Shepheard ſo true. 


Love ſaw em with Pleaſure, and vow'd to take care: 
Of the Faithful, the Tender, the Innocent Pair; 
What either did want, he bid either to move, 
But they wanted nothing, but ever to Love: 
hd, — 2 hes to dicks em his 2 cou'd do;. 
That they Rill might be kind. chat they till might be kind;. 
3 And they ſtill might be true. "0 


E ; 4 
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F 


Þ Ring out your Cunny Skins, 


Bring out your Cunay Skins Maids to me, 42 
M hold them fair that I mayſce, ' i 
Gray, Black and Blew, for the ſmaller Skins, | 
 Yle give you Bracelets, Laces, Pins, 
And for your whole Cunny 1 
Here's ready Mony, 1 
Come gentle Fore do thou begin, 3 — 
With thy black Cunny thy black Cunay Skia, 1 
And Mary and Fone will follow, ZN 
With their Silver Hair'd Skins and Yellow, 
The White Cunny Skin I will not lay by, 
For though it be faint it is fair to the Eye, 
The Gray it is worn, but yet for my . 
Give me the bonny bonny black Cunny; 
Come away fair Maids 2 im will decay, 
Come and take Mony Maids pat your Wares aW yz 
_ Ha'ye any Cunny Skins, ha'ye any Cunny Skins, 
Ha'ye any Cunny Skins here to fell. 


8 = 
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The Wards 15 Mr. — Sets 5 Mr. yo Wil- 
ford. 


| N* piſh, nay git, nay puſh Sir, Fir i you; Tord! 5 


(what is't you do?. 
N ne'er met with on: ſo uncivil as you; 


You may think as you pleaſe, but if evil it be, 
T wou'd have you to know, your' miſtaken in me. 
Tou Men now, fo rude and fo boiftrous are grown, 
| A Woman can't truſt her (elf with you alone: 
I cannot but wonder what tis that ſhou'd move ye? 
If you do ſo again} I ſwear, I ſwear, I ſwear, I ſwear, T 
| ſwear. I won't love Fe: 


1 


— - 
* 


Bills to Purge Melancholy. 
"SONG Set by My. Motley. 


N 


x 


_ un 


Ra Cupid draw, and male fair Sylvia know 5 
The mighty pain, her ſuf ting Swain does for her un- 
(der 80 g:- 
Conrey this Dart, into her Hea rt, and when ſhe's ſet on 
(Fire, 


Do thou return an! let her dean: like 1 me in chaft defire. 3. 


I hat by experience (fe, may }-arn to pit y ne, | 
When e're her Eyes, do Tyracnize, o'er my Capt'vity,. 
But when in Love, we joyntly wov*,and tr nderly imbrace, 


Like Angels ſhine, and ſweetly Join, to one anechers W 


„ Pute Purge Melancholy. 


Song, the Words by a Perſon f Luality, Set to Mu- 
0 2 Rodert Cary. | 


Dome cry up their Cælia's, and bright Amarylis, 

Thus Poets and Lovers their Miftrefſcs dub, 
And Aud Goldeffes fram'd, from the Waſh-bowl and Tub : 
But away with theſc Fiftions, and Counterfeit Folly ; 
There's a thouſand more Charms in theName of my Ow 


I cannot deſcribe you her Beauty and Wit, 

Like Manna to each She's a Reliſhing Bit; 

She alone by Enjoyment, the more does prevail, 
And ftill with freſh Pleaſures, does hoift up youc Sul; 
Nay had you a Surfeit but took of all others, 


One, Look from my Dolly your — reco vers. 


4 
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us The Franck Lover. 
Note: Tou muſt fing the firſt 4 lines to the fiſt Strain. 


| 


| | £5 > - 


_— 
: he. tt 


; ] \ Eareft believe me without Reſervation, 5 g 
W hat neither Time nor Fate ſhall ere controul; 
Be you but kind and conſtant to your paſhon, 

No ſtormy change ſhall e'er difturb my Soul: 
Jealouſie, the bane to Lovers pleaſures, | 
Far from our Hearts for ever will remove, 
My full Joy, what mortal then can meaſure, 

_ Happy in my charming Mujidorg's love. 


 Whenwth a Friend abroad I take a Bottle, 
Over your Ta regale with who you can; 4 

Or f you find me with a Vizard Prattle, 

Da you the fame with any other Man: 
For Ch/oe's Face when Ogling I ſhew Paſſion, 

Tis all bat feiga'd, I can ne'er inconſtant be 

And when at large I tope the red Potation, 

* I will but more Jaflame my Heart with Love of * 
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The Mountebank SO NG, Sung by Dr. Leverige | 
and his merry Andrew Pinkanello, in, Farewel | 


to F — Ser * Ate. e 
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Babies, and Loobes in Scores. Some kowling, ſome 


— — 8 ee, ſome 
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Sboving, with Legions of Furbelow'd Whores, To 8 
2 
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, Quacks lying, Pick-pockets 


Mares prancing, Boats flying 


pick pla- kets, Bzafts, Butchers, and Beaus. Fops 


| —low's ; 


S 


s to Purge Melanchoh. ; 


 _—low'd cleark 


e Mobs } joys would — know to 58 


— — «. ee eee 


2 
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like Spig ot — Topp z Short EB. 2 = _ 


thus Billing, and ellen, fore = 71 oe t : ; 


Fair- 
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_Falrings Pig, Pork, and A Clap, 


— — 


The 823 SONG; 26 ae Sung by Mr. Le- 
veridge. in 4 New Play call d F arewel to Folly, 


8 5 == E= 


Yes, _ ſee here ! a doctor rare, who travels 


1 70 FO 


cure all Ills, poſt proſent, and to come; the = the 


AK 


— 314 —— — — 
3 — 
— — 

— — 


Dox, the Mulligrubs, the Bonny Scrubs, and * all, 
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| Thouſands new erected, and ſuch Cures effected, as none 


1585 der can tell. Let the Palſie ſhake ye, let the Chol-- i 


—— — — 


HF FE = 


Thouſands Cc. Come wits 10 keen, devourd with 


Spleen 


* men i 0 i 
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.  VizardCracks, 1 fon remove the pains 


from 
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= —head, with toaping Rat--tafia. This with a * will 


1 
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| Judgeand Try, and if you die, never believe me 


more. | _ never, never, never, never, 


ne- ver be-leve me more. 


call 


FE 
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4 Match 4 at Stool-ball, the Words made f04 Ground 
: 0 Mr. Thomas Durkey. : 


Ome all, great, ſmall, ſhort, tall auay toStoolballz _ 


I 
| 5 _ A „ 2 
=: FEES SES ==} 


4 | a Down Ma Vale on a Summers = all the Lads and 


= A 


8 — 


— — — 


D | LI . 
3 


| VE 1 met to be Merry; % and Tom, Hal. 8 5 


52 ä [== a 
Hugh, — Doll. Sue, Beſs and Moll, with Hodge, FE 1 
a | 


8 5 5 ff 
9 SS SEE ů 
Bridzer, 50 2 and Nawy 5 but when plump 


— _ — — — — — — | — — 
b "oe — — N — a 2 = = 
— | — — — 
— —— — - __ 12 — * 


 Grifs, got the Ball } in her Mutton Fiſt, once n., hs 


„% _ Billeto Pmge Melenchoh: 


| Whooping 3a a ak ann fitting, by c con 5 


—ſentt to reſt em; Eat got 5 ue, * Dol or 2 we all 


1 e 
1 


took by turns their Laſſcs and Buſs'd 'em. Jolly 


= + 5 22 | fp js 


FEE FEES 1H 
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Vd 5s in with Peg, tho irecæ d lik? a Turkey Egg, and 
ne 


131011 


ſhe'd hit it farther than any; — — 0 | 


A Sm + © = 


. 


EEC ͤ 
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towze ber. Harry then to * ſwore, her Duggs were 


Cous are. Tom melancholy was Sith his Laſs z for Sue : 


N — — NAH 443 A 
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the as right as is my Leg, fill gare hin leave to 
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do what e er he cou ou'd, wou'd not note him. Some had 


8 F. 


told her, b ing a Soldier in a party wich March, 


at 
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7 at the ſeige of Limrick, he was wounded in the 


33 


| $crotum, But the cunning Philly,was more kind to Will, | 


3 


1 — 


a 
8 — 


= 
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— e — N * 
EER 
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beſt, and winks at her of all the reſt, and ſqueez d her | 


DE- EAA — == * 


——— | | 


dy the Finger. Then went che Glaſſes round, 15 
| then | F 


| 
| 


* 
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8 Lg | efK_ 

| r DO. I J po —— 
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then went the Laſſes down, each Lad did his 


— r — TAX py wm — <= 
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| A SONG inthe (Mock Marriage,) 8 y Mrs. 
1 Knight. Sert by Mr. Henry r by * 1. 
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Of how you p _—_ and | Solemaly ſwear, 

Look —— and fawn like an Aſs; 

I'm pleas d I muſt own when ever 1 ſee, © 

MA Loverthat's brought to this paſs. 

Keep, keep further off you'r naughty I fear, 

I vow 1 will never, will never, will never yeild to't 3 
Lou ask me in vain for never | ſwear, 

: I never no never, I never no, 

Never I never no never will do' t. 


For when the deed's done, how quickly you go, 

No more of the Lover remains, 5 

In haft you depart, what e'er we can do, 

And Stubbernly throw off your chains. 
Deſiſt then in time let's hear on't no more, 

I vow 1 will never yeild to't, 

Lou promiſe in vain, in vain you adore, 

For [ will never, no never will do't. 


Jockey? 


; Ockey met with Fenn fair 


Pilli to Purge Melancholy. 
Jockey*s Lamentation, 


Betwixt the Dawning and the Day, 


And Focley now is full of Care, 


For Fenny ftole my Heart away 


Altho' ſhe promis'd to be true, 


Yet ſhe, alas, has prov'd unkind, 
That which doe make poor Fockey rue, 
For Fenny's fickle as the Wind: 

And, Iis o'er the Hills, and far away, 


Ji ver the Hills, and far away, 
"Tis ore the Hibs, and far away, 


The Wind bas blow'd my Plad away, 


Jockey was a bonny Lad, 


As ere was born in Scotland fair 3 


But now poor Fockey is run mad, 


for Fenn cauſes his Deſpair ; 


Þ 2 


Too Pills to Purge Melanchoh. 
Fockey was 2 Pipet's Son, 
And fell in Love while he was young; 
But all the Tunes that he could play, 
Was, Ore the Hills, and far awe, © 
—_——— == 


When firſt I ſaw my Fermy's Face, 
She did appear with fike a Grace, 
With muckle Joy my Heart was fill'd gs 
But now alas with ſorrow killd, += o\ 
Oh was ſhe but as true, as fait, \ 
'Twou'd put an end to my Deſpairgy ©\, © / 
But ah, alas, this is unkind, 2 
Which ſore does terrify my Mind, 
Twas oe the Hills, and far away, 
"Twas o're the Hills, and far away, 
"Twas ore the Hills, and far away, 
That Jenny flole my Heart away. 


Did ſhe but feel the diſmal Woe 
That for her ſake I undergo, I 
She ſurely then would grant Relief, | 
And put an end to all my Grief; 
Zut oh, ſhe is as falſe, as Fair, 

Which cauſes all my ſad Deſpairy 


| She triumphs in a proud Diſdain, 


And takes delight to ſee my Pain. 
Tis 0're, &c. „ 8 RE 


Hard was my Hap to fall in Love, = 
With one that does ſo faithleſs prove, 
Hard was my Fate to court the Maid, 
That has my conſtant Heart betray d: 
A thouſand times to me ſhe ſwore, 
Se would be true for evermore: 
But oh! alaſe with grief I ſay, 
She's ftole my Heart, and run away. 
Ia ore, &G os 


Goo! 
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Good gentle Cupid take my part, 
And pierce this falfe One to the Heart, 
That ſhe may once but feel the wn 

As f for her do undergo; 

Oh! make her feel this raging pain, 
that for her love 1 do ſuftaing 

She ſure would then more gentle be, 

Aud ſoon repent her — | 

Ii 0're, &c. 


1 now muft wander for her ſake, 
Since that ſhe will no pitty take, 
Into the Woods and ſhady Grove, 
And bid adicu to my falſe Love: 
Since ſhe is falſe whom J adore, 

I ncer will truſt a Woman more, 
From all their Charms I'll fly away, 

And on my Pipe will — Plays. 
Tis ore, Ke, 5 


There by hy ſelf PII fing and "iy 
 T'is 0're the Hills and far away, 
Thot my poor Heart is gone aftray, 
Which makes me grieve both Night and Day 
Farewel, fare wel, thou cruel ſhe, 
I fear that I ſhall die for thee ? 
But if I live this Vow 1'll make, 
| To love no other for your ſake. 
lis Ore the Hills, and fu away, 
*Tis ore the Bill, and far away, 
Tis Ore the Hells, and far away, 
The Wind bas blow'd my Plad away. 


Ion 
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The Recruiting Officer ; Or, the Merrie Voluntiers. 
Being an Excellent New Copy of Verſes upon Reijomg 
5 Recruits. To the foregoing Tune. 


27 now the Drums beat up agen, 
For all true Soldiers Gentlmen 3 
Thea let us lift and March I fay, 

Over the the Hills and far away, 

Over the Hills and ore the Main, 

To Flanders, Periugal and Spain, 

Queen Ann Commands and we'll abey, 
Over the Zills and far away. 


All Gentlemen that have a Mind, 

To ſerve the Queen that's good and kind, 
Come lift and enter into Pay, 7 
Then o're the Hills and far away; 

Over the Hills and o're the Main, e 
. 4277), Portig4 and Spain, 0 
Queen am, _ 3 ; e 


Here” $ Forty Shillings o on the Dem, 

For thoſe that Voluntiers do come, 
With Shirts and Cloaths and preſent Pay, 
When ore the Hill and far ey 5 
Over the Hills, Ce. 


Hear that brave Boys and let us go, 
Or elſe we ſhall be Preft you know, 
Then Lift and enter into Pay, 

And o're the Hills and far away 
Orte the Hills, Se. 


The Conſtables they ſearch ae 
To find ſuch brisk young Fellows out, 
Then let's be Voluntiers I ſay, 
Over the Hills and far away ö 
O ver the Hills, &. 


Since 
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' Since now the French ſo low are brought, 

And wealth and honours to be got, 

Who then behind wou'd ſneaking ſtay, 

When o're the Hills and far away; 
Over, 5c, ” | 8 


No more from ſound of Drum retreat, 
While Mariborough and Gallaway beat, 

The French and Spaniards every day, 
When over the Hills and far away; Oc, 


He that is forc'd to go and Fight, 

Will never get true honour by't, 

While Voluntiers ſhall win the Day, 

When o're the Hill and far away; 
Orer, S.. 8 


What tho our Friends our abſence mourn 
We all with honour ſhall return, 
And then we'll fing both Night and day, 
Over the Hills and far awayp 
Orer, .. 5 


: | 


The Prentice Jom he may refuſe, 

To wipe bis angry Maſter's Shooes : 

For then he's free to Sing and play, 
Over the Hills and far away, Cc. 


Over Rivers, Bogs and Springs, 

We all {tall live as great as Kings, 

And Plunder get both Night and day, 
When over the Hills and far away, Cc. 


We then ſhall lead more happy Lives, 

Zy getting rid of brats and Wives, 
That ſcold on both Night and Day, 
When o're the Hills and far away, Ge. 


F 4 
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Come on then Boys and You ſhall lee, 9 
We every one ſhall Captans be, | | 
To Whore and Rant as well as they, 1 | 
When o're the Hills and far away, 1 5 


For if we go tis one to = 
ZBut we return all Gentlemen, 5 
| All Gentlemeu as well as they, | } 
When o're the Hills and far — G. 1 


— r 
— 


HAMPTON COURT. 4 SONG. The 
Mord made by Mr. D'Urfey, to 4 pretty New 
Tune made * a Perſon of Quality. [= 


5 Note: 2 nuf firg the firſt 4 lines 10 the it, Strain, | 


VE ES 5 FB... - 


| 


WE divine Glori ma, her Palace late rear d; 3 


Ani the choiceft delights, Art and Nature prepat d, 
On the bank of ſweet Tbames, gently gliding along z 


| The Love ſick Pbilamder ſate down and thus Sang: 
More happy than yet any place was b:ftore, 


Thou dear bleſt reſemblance of her I adore; 


All Eyes are delighted with proſpect of thee, 
Thou charm ev'ry Senſe thou chacm'ſt ev*cy Sence, 


Ah! juft ſo does ſhe, 


As the River's clear Waves, Zephyr ſoſtl / does rowl, 


So her breath moves the Paſſions, that flow in my ſoul ; 


As the Trees by the Sun, feel a nouriſhing joy 


So my Heart is refreſh'd, by a glance from her Eye: 


The Birds pretty Notes, we ftill hear when ſhe ſpeaks; 
And the ſweeteſt of Gardens, ftill blooms in her Cheeksz 
Had 1 that dear bliſs, for no other I'd ſues . 

Who enjoys this (weet Eve, who enjys this ſweet Eve, 


Has all Paradiſe too, 


F 5 : 


Bills to Parge Melonchoy 
4 Scorch SONG. 1 John Barrett: a 


9 ae. AAR 


MH H! fooliſh Laſs what mun 1 do? 
A My modeſty 1 weel may rue, 
Which of my Joy bereft me; 

For full of Love he came, 

Byt out of filly ſhame, 

Wich piſh and Phoo | play'd, 

To muckle the coy Maid, 


And the raw young Loon has left me 


Wou'd Fockey knew how muckle F Ive: 
Did 1 leſs art or did he ſhew 
More nature, how bleaft 1'de be ; 
Ide not have reaſon to complain, | 
That I lue d now in vain ; 
Gen he more a Man was, 
Ede be leſs acoy Laſs, 
Ma the raw young Loon weele une 


rey 
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= SONG in the Comedy calbd (Juſtice Buiſy, or 
- the Gentleman- Quack ; ) Sett by Mr. John Ec-. 
cles, Sung by Mrs, Bracegirdle. 


* 


A 


\ | O, no ev'ry Morning my Beauties renew; 
Where ever I go, | have Lovers enough: 
1 dreſs and 1 dance 3 and 1 Laugh and I Sing; 
Am lovely and lively, and gay as the Spring: 

{ vitit, I gaine, and I cat away Care, 8 
Mind Lovers no more than the Birds of the Ar 
Mind Lovers no more, than the Birds of the Air. 
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A SONG Set by Mr, Willis: 


Na whining dull whimſys of Love I'll caſhier, 
The Charm's more engaging in Bumpers of Wine; 
Then let Cloe be Damn d. but let this be Divine; 
Whilſt youth warms'thy veinsBoy,embrace thy full Glaſſes, 
Damn Cupid and all his poor proſelyte Aﬀes : 
Let this be thy · rule Ton, to ſquare out thy Life, 
And when Old in a Friend, thouPt live free from all ſtu ife. 
Only envied by him that is piagu'd with a Wife. 


Ow my freedom's regain'd, and by Bacchus 1 Swear, 


Sie: 


"Y - 3 Dogget*s Country 


TT 1 O99 0 por —— premarin CRT — ap argre—___ Los as. 2. ad. And 
| | : | - 
4 a . —— - — — 4 PI a — | a 
| | — | 


og 
SONG, in the (Kingdom of- 


Birds) the Words by Mr. Tho „ _ 
Mr. Sam. Aker 8. N 
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Undunga was as feat 2 Jade, 


M As ere was in our Towng 
And I a lufty lively Lad as ere mow'd Clover down; 
30 cloſe three years we ty'd the — | 
Our 35 4 gt went pit a pat, 
Pit a pit a pat: | 
And beck fo fle — with you know what, 1 
A thought of nothing elſe ; N 
Whilſt ding Hg tang, ding dong, whim wham, 
Whim whams ding dong, ding dong, 
Wim wham, whim wham, whim wham, 
Whim wham, whim wham, whim wham, 
Whim 1 whim wham, ding ding, 


= Our Sugar kiſſes hony _ 

| We never thought too much; 

I I dare be ſworn no Knights or Lords, 

| Eer gave their Ladies ſuch, 

To Plough went I, to Spin went ſhe, 

Oh how the Days ran merrily, 

_ Merrily, merrily, merrily, 

Our Joy Siace greater none cou'd be, 
Fame round the Country tells, 


Sing ding dong, Ge. 


Rare times were theſe 3 but ah how ſoar, 
Do Wedlocks Comforts fall, 
The d3ys that then were hony Moon, 
Are Worm wood now and Gall: 
Her Tongue Clacks !owder than a Mill, 
No longer do we Cooe and Bill, 
Cooe and bill, cooe and bill, cooe and bill, 
- out lange like two Fiends of Hell, 
Troke out from flaming Cells, and ding Ce. 
Ding ng ! no * ring the Bells 
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A Scotch SO NG, the Words by Mr. Peter Noble, 
Set by Mr. John vn 


Boye Scottiſh Lads that keens me weel, 
Lith ye what ye what gued Lack Te fund ; 
Mogzey is mine own in Spite o'th De'el 
la alone her Heart has won; 
Near St. Andrews Kirk in Lundam Town, 
There I'ſe, I'ſe met my Deareſt ſoy 
Shineing in her Silken Pued and Gown, 
But ne'er ack, ne'er ks She proy d not coy, 
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Then after many Compliments, 
Streight we gang'd into the Kirk 
There full weel ſhe tuck the documents, 
And flang me many pleaſing Smirk ; 
Weel I weat that I have gear enough, 
She's have a yode to ride ont; 
She's niether drive the Swine nor the plugh, 4 


What ever does betide oat. 


_ IS 


4 New SONG inthe Play call d (A Duke and 
no Dake,) Sung by Mrs. Cibber. 


Ja 


| 


11: 


11 


11171 


22 if you will belive me, 
Songs 


e 
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"Tis not ſighing o're the plain; 
nor Sonets cant relieve ye, | 
Faint attempts in Love are vain, 


Urge but home the fair occaſion, 


And be maſter of the fleld; 
Toa pow'rful kind Invafion, 
Twere a madneſs not to yeild. 


Tho' ſh2 vow's She'l ne're permit ye, 


Say's your rade and much to blame; 


And with tears * your putty, 


Be not merciful for ſhame : 


| When the firſt aſſiult is over, 


_ Chloris time enough will find; 
This ſo fierce and Cruel Lover, 
Much more gentle, not ſo kind. 


. a : = 3 


A SONG, the Words made to a Tune of the late | 
M. Hemry Purcells. . 


— 
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- +} e 


DN I was 12 ft Ni git that's wh. 
My Wite began to Scold 3 
Say what I cou'd for my Hearts Blood, 
Her Clack ihe wou'd not hold: 
Thus her chat ſhe did begin, 

Is this vor cime of coming in, 
Tbe Clock firikes one, you'll be undone, 
If thus you lead your life; 

My Dear ſaid I, I can't deny, 

But what you "ſay is true; 

I do intend, my life to mend, 

Pray lends the pot to Speu. 


Fye, you Sot, I ne 'er can bear, 
To riſe thus e ry Night, | 

Tho? like a Beaft you never care, 
What conſequence comes by't ; 
Tune Child and 1 may ſtarve for you. 
We neither can have half our due, 
With grief I find, your ſo unkind, 

In time you'l break my heart, 
At that 1 ſmild, and ſaid dear Child, 

I b'leive your in the wrong, 
But ift ſhou'd be your deſtiny, 

Tv fing a merry Song. 


emi _ 


iii 
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The Gelding the Divel.Sett by Mr. Tho. Wroth. 


111. +. 


TIT 


Rego HEH 
| Met with the Devil in the ſhape of a Ram, 
1 Then over and over the Sowgelder came, 
I roſe and halter'd him faſt by the horns 
And pickt out his Stones, as you would pick out Corns $ 


Maa quoth the Devil, with that out he flunk, 
And left us a Carkaſs of Mutton that ftunk. 


* . 


I chanc'd to ride forth a mile and a half, 
Where I heard he did live in diſguiſe of a Calf; 
I bound him and gelt him e're he did any evil, 
For he was at the beſt but a young ſucking Devil; 
Maa yet he cryes and forth he did fteal, = 
And this was ſold after for excellent Veal, 


Some 


| 
| 
p 
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Some half a year after in the form of a Pig, 

I met with the rogue and he lookt very big; 

I caught at his leg laid him down on a log, 
re a man could fart twice I made nim a Hog. 
Huh, huh, quoth the Devil and gave ſuch a Jirk, 


In womans attire I met him moſt fine, 


That a Jew wes converted and eat of that Pork. 


At firſt ſizht 1 thought him ſome Angel divine; 


But viewing his crab ſace ] fell to my trade, 
I made him forſwe ar ever acting a Maid; 
Meaw quoth the Devil and ſo ran away, 

Hid himſelf in a Fryers old weeds as they ſay. 


T walked along and it was my good chance, 
To meet with a black ccat that was in a Trance 
I ſpeedily grip'd him and whipt of his Cods, 


] 


A uirt his head and his breech 1 left little odds ; 


O quoth the Devil and ſo ran away, | 
| Then oft wilt be curſt by many a Woman. 


8 
\ 
n 
* 


1 


2 » 
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VW. Femmy firſt began to love, 


He was the fineft Swain 


That ever yet a flock had drove, e 


Or danc'd upon the plain: 


\)] *Twasthen that 1 woe ane poor heart, 


My freedom threw away, 


And finding ſweets in every part 2 
I could not ſay him nay. 


Forever when he ſpake of love, 
He wou'd his eyes decline; 


| Eachfigh he ga ve a heart wou d move, 


Good ich a and why not mine: 
He'd preſs my hand and Kiſs it oft, 
His filence ſpoke his flame z 
And whilft he treated me thus ſoft, 
1 wiſh't him more to blame. 


Sometimes to feed my flock with his, 


Femmy wou'd me invite 


1 | Where he the fineft Songs would Sing, 


Me only to delight : 


Then all his graces he diſplay'd, 


Which were enough I trow, 


To conquer any princely Maid, 
S0 did he me I trow, 


4 zut now for Jemmy I muſt mourn, 


He to the wars muſt go 


| His ſheephook to a ſword muft turn, 


Alack what ſhall Ido? 
His Bagpipe into Warlike ſounds, 
Muft now converted be ; 


His Garlands into fearful wounds, : 


Oh! what becomes of me? 


88 


Img is is in lach a os 

> And ſuch a fame, | 
3 Runs o' re the Nation; 
2 There's never a Dame, 
Of higheſt rank or of fame, 
Sir dut will ſtoop to your careſſes, 
If you do but put home your 8 
Tt's for that ſhe paints and ſhe patches, 
All ſhe hopes to ſecure i is her name Sits | 


Put when * find the love fit comes upon her, 
Never truſt much to her honour, | 
Tho? ſhe may very high ſtand on't, 

Yet when her love is aſcendant, 

Her yertue's quite out of doors? 
High breeding, rank feeding, | . 
With lazy lives leading, 
In eaſe and ſoft pleaſures, 

And taking looſe meaſures: 
With Play-houſe diverſions, 
And midnight excurtions, 

With Balls Maſquerading, 
And Nights Serenading, 
Debaucheth the Sex into Whores Sr, ; 


(ill 


: 


120 


ſa MAL 


| Ou I Love by all that's true, 
More than all things here below; 

With a paſſion far more great, 1 

| Than cer Creature loved yet: . | 

| And yet ſtill you cry forbear, = 

MR Love no more or Love not here. | { 


Bid the Miſer leave his 1 ED MI 
Bid the Wretched ſigh no more; BE 
Bid the Old be Young again, M3 
Bid the Nun not think of Man: 
Silvia thus when you can do, 
Bid me then not think on you. 


Love's not a think of Choice but Fate, 
What makes me Love, that makes you hate : 
Silvia you do what you will, 

Eaſe or Cure, Torment or Kill : A - 
Be Kind or Cruel, Falſe or True, | | J 
Love 1 muft, And none but you. 1 
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1 you Chimie thy Garlands tear, 


From off thy Widdow'd brow ;_ 
And bind thy joofe diſhevel'd hair, 
With Ewe and Cypreſs now : 


. And S'nce the Gods decreed his years, 


Shou'd have ſo ſhort a date; 


| Let thy ſad eyes, pay ſeas of tears, 


As tribute to his fate. 


The trees a duller green have worn, 
Since that dear Swain is gon; 

The tender flocks their paſture mourn, 
And bleat a ſadder moan ; 


|} The Birds that did frequent theſe Groves, 


To happy Manſions fly; 
And all that once ſmil'd on our Loves; 
Now een to bid me dye. 
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Arewe ungrateful Traytor, e 75 
Fare wel my Perjur d Swain | F 
Let never injur'd Creature, 5 

Believe a Man again: 
Ihe pleaſore of poſſeſſing, 

du palles ail expreſſing; 


| But Joys too ſhort a bleſſing, 
And Love too long a pain. 
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But Joys too ſhort a Bleſſing, 
And Love too long a pain. 


Tis eaſie to deceive us, 
In pitty of your pain; 


But when we Love, you leave 98, 


To rail at you in yain : 


Before we have deſcry'd it, 


There is no bliſs beſide its 
But ſhe that once has try'd it, 
Will never Love again. 


| The Paſſion you pretended, 


Was only to obtain; 
But when the Charm is ended, 
The Charmer you diſdain: 


Vour Love by ours we meaſure, | 


Till we have loft our Treaſure 8 


F But dying is a pleaſure, 


When living is a ag 
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1 Ere's a health to thoſe Men, 
That go with us again; 


To chuſe Knights who can afford, Sir, 
| To ſerve without Penſion, 
Or other pretenſion, . | 
But Juſt and Right is the Were, Sir, 


| As for thoſe that have Py. 
We have nothing to ſay 


Let the Soldier live bs his Sword, Sir: : 


We're for them that are known, 


To have Lands of their own, 
And Juft and Right i is the Word, Sir. 


; Shou'd we chuſe the Court Tools, 
They will call us all fools ; 


Tho' a double Saint and a Lord, Sir : 
We are ſure we can truſt, 


To the Right and the Juſt, 


For Juft and Right is the Word, Sir. 


Then take off your glaſs fair, 
To dootherwiſe here, 


Ts unjuſt againſt Right and Abſurd, Sit: 
He that leaves but three drops. 


Shall have them thrown in's chops, 


For Juſt and Right is che Word, Sir. | 


inn ,, 
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4 SONG. Set by Mr. Leveridge, Sung by Ar: 
Wilks in the Comedy calbd the Recruiting Officer. 
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Ome Fair one he kind, you never ſhall find, 
A Fellow ſo fit fora Lover; 
Come Fair one be kind, you never ſhall find, 
A Fellow ſo fit fora Lover: 
The World ſhall view, my paſhon for you, 
The World ſhall view, my paſſion for you, | 
- But never your paſſion diſcover; | | 
The World ſhall view, my paſſion for you, 


| 
„ „ ——— — ͤ« 8 — 
. - 
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| | The world ſhall view, my paſſion for you, 
l But never your paſſion diſcover : 
- | Till will complain, ot frowns and diſdain, 


Tho' I revel thro' all your Charms, 


1 Rill will Complain, of Frowas and Diſdain, 


Tho' I revel thro” all your Charms: 


The World ſhall declare, I dye with deſpair, 
I die with deſpair, I die with deſpair, 


When only I die in your Arms 
When only I die in your Arms, 


I till a nl adore Love more and more, 


But by love it you chance to prove Cruel, 
Ii get me a Mils, that frecly will kits, _ 
Ill get me a Mils, that freely will kiſs, 
Tho' after I drink water gruel, 


| 1 cc. 


898 Mighty Love O Spare a ſlave, 
That at thy feet for mercy lyes ; 
What wou'd thy cruel Godhead have, 
See how he bleeds, ſee how he dyes: 
Upon a noble Conqueſt go, 

An! for thy glory and my peace; 


Wm OO make the ſcornſul Celia know, 


The pains ſhe now regardleſs ſecs. 
O make &c. FT 


Dye all thy Arrows in my tears, 

Ard ſubtly poyſan ſo each Dart; 
That ſpite of all thoſe Arms ſhe wears, 
The point at laſt may reach her heart. 
Revenge, revenge the wounds I bear, 
And make our fortunes ſo agree; 
That I may find that cure from her, 


That 1&c. 


Which ſhe may need as much from me. 
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| 
M Prmidon Heath, in fight of Metbwold Steeple , | 
\ In Norfoik as i Rode along; 
met a Maidca with apples laden, 
Aud thus, thus to her I urg d my Song: 
„ ay nis 
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Kiſs me ſaid I. She anſwer'd no, 
And ftill ſhe cry'd I won't, I won't, I won't do ſo; 
B ut when I did my Love begin, 
Quoth ſhe good Sir, quoth ſhe good Sir, good 1 Live 
in Lyn. 


Twas Summer ſeaſon then, and ſultry venther, SG | 


Which put this fair Maid in a ſweaty 
Said I come hither, let us together, 
So try to lay this ſcorching heat: 
But the deny'd, the more I cry'd, 

And anſwer d no, and ſeem'd to goe 3 
But when ge did my Love begin, 


Quoth ſhe e good Sir, I live in In. | 


1 Kiſs this Maiden, then was my intent, 
1 felt her hand, and ſnowey breaft; 
With much perſwaſion, ſhe ſhew occaſion, 
That I was free to do the reft : | 
Then in we went and Six-pence ſpent, 

I cry'd my Dear, ſhe cry'd forbear ; 

But when I did my Love begin, 

|  Quoth ſhe good Sr, I live in Im: 


Three times 1 try'd to ſatifie this Maiden, 
And ſhe perceiv'd her Lovers pain; 
Then I wou'd go, but ſhe cry'd no, 

And bid me try it o're agen; 

She cry d my Dear, I cry'd forbear, 
Let Cer we parted fain wou'd know, 
Where 1 might ſee this Maid agen, 

" ſhe good Sir, I live in Jun. 
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A ſs my poor tender heart muſt now ſurrend2r, 
' #£XY Since Love Such a train of artillery brings; 
Such graces and glories, attend my ſweet Chloris, 
As are able to conquer and Captivate Kings, 
Each lovely feature, of this pure creature, 
| Creates a cruel, cruel, cruel, cruel ling'ring ſmart : 
Her bluſhing noſe is, as red as Roſe is, FI 


It's glowing, glowing, glowing, glowing heat inflames 


( my heart. 
The charms of her eyes, what tongue can tell, 

Of which each glance conveys a ſpell ; —— 
And at diftance they look like two Frogs in a well: Hey ho; 
But oh the balſamick ſcent of her Toes, 
And the nectar that drops, drops, drops from her noſe; 


= Anda comfortable gale from her elbows : Hey ho, Hey ho, 
And ftill I cry in vain, O Love, O Love, O Love, Love, 


| Love, O Love, O Love, O Love, Love, Love © Love 
come eaſe my pain. . 93 


ud 


Gli 0 001 
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But her heart alaſs is as hard as a flint, 


| Let me dye if I think not the devil is in't; 


For always upon me ſhe Jooketh a ſquint: Hey ho, 


In taking all her teeth out quite: 
That tho ſhe can bark ſhe cannot bite, Hey ho; 
And indeed for this there was a juft cauſe, 
For according to blind Cupid's laws, . 
Love ſhould have neither fangs nor claws, Hey ho; 


— 


A Scotch Song the words by Mr. John Hallam, 
Sert to Mufick by Mr. John Cotterell. e 


U the wings of Love my Dear I come, 


No more I will depart from Thee and Home; 


| The Dreadful noiſe of Battles now do ceaſe, 


Brave V ilhy is return'd with Joy and Peace: 
The Trumpet ſhrill no more ſhall ſound alarms, 


And call thy Fockey out of thy ſoft arms; 
In which I'll Lig and Sleap both day and night, 
And dream of nought but Pleaſures and Delight, 


Each Bonny Lad ſhall with his loving Laſs, 
With Pipe and Tabor trip it on the Graſs; 
With Chaplets gay my Jem ſhall be crown'd, 
And with her loving Focky dance a round; 
In Silks and Sattins then my only dear, 
The Blitheft Laſs in Tweedale ſhall appear; 
Thou ſhalt enjoy what e'er thou doſt deſire, 
And in each others arms we will expire, 


Ant 19 


* ; 
1 PRI io | 


> 1 


PRzrURTNTy 


| 

| 
| 

0 


Pilts to Purge Melonchoh. 135 


'4 Song Sett and Sung by Mr. . at the 
Tbeatre Royal. 7 


ol ® cwain thy ſighs 1 
Nothing can her paſſion move; 
Celia with a careleſs Air, 


Laughs to hear the tales of love; 
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Darts and flames the nymph defyes, 
Toys which other hearts beguile 


Pleaſure ſparkles in her eyes, 
Gay without an am'rous ſmile. 


c elia like the feather d Choir, 
Ever on the wing for flights 
Hops from this to that 4% 
Flut'ring ftill in new delight : 
pleas d ſhe ſeems when you are by, 
And when abſent ſhe's the fame; 
Talks of love like you or I, 
Zut beleiv'ſt an empty name. 


| Always eaſy never kind, 
When you think you have her ſure; 


Such a tempe t you will find, > 


(221ck to wound, > quick to wound Wick to weund, bu 


ſlow to cure. 
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4 SONG Sett by Mr. Berenclow. 
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Ake not the firſt refuſal ill, : 
1 Tho' now ſhe wont, anon ſhe will; 
Tho' now ſhe wont, anon ſhe will; 
Take not the firſt refuſal ill, 
She were not a Woman if ſhe knew, 
One moment what the next ſhe'd do, 
She were not a Woman if ſhe knew, 
One moment, one moment what the next ſhe'd do. 


If you'll have patience ſhe'11 be kind, kind, ſhe'1] be kind, 


To day ne'cr knew to morrow's mind, 
Wait "till you find her in the cue, 
If you don't atk her, aſk her, ſhe, ſhe'!1 ask you. 


emit _< 
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| 4 New SONG, the Words by Mr. J. 
d Muſick by Dr. Prettle. 


139 
C. Seit 


o Phyllis, tho' you've all the charms, 
| Ambitious Woman can defire z 


All Beauty, Wit, and Youth that warms, 


Or ſets our fooliſh hearts on fire; 
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Yet you may practice all your Arts, 
In vain to make a ſlave of me; 
You ne'er ſhall re-engage my heart, 

Revolted from your tyranny. 
You ne er ſhall re-engage my heart, 
Revolted from your tyranny, 


1 When firft 1 ſaw thoſe dang'rous eyes, 
1 They did my liberty betray j 
ZBut when I knew your cruelties, 
II ſnatch't my ſimple heart away: 
Now I deſy your ſmiles to win, 
My reſolute heart, no pow'r th'ave got; 
Tho' once | ſuck'd their poyſon in, 
Tour rigour prov'd an antidote. 


— —— 


m 


The Epilogue in the (Iſland Princeſs, ) Sett by Mr. | 


| Clarke, Sung by Mrs. Lindſey, and the Boy, | 


8 — Amin 


Geil 8 
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Fo doughty ſo gouty, 
Tour blindneſs cold kindneſs. 


Stil doating or gloating, 1 


For ſwee ping our rooms, 
You're ſunk and you're ſhrunk, 


In vain you're ſo upiſh (in vain you' ce ſo upiſn) 
| Tou re doun evry foot. 
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o to you ye cy vooers, 
Old beaus and no doers. 


So ulleſs and toothleſs, 
Has nothing of Man 
Still ſtumbling or fumbling, 
Sill bawking ſtill baulking, 


You flaſh in the Pan: 
Uafit like old brooms, 


Then | Tepent or look to't, 


1 * 
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4 SONG. 
Note: un muſt Sing 8 lines to the foſt Strain, 
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= * be merry blith and jolly, 
L Stupid dulneſs is a folly; 

Tis the Spring that doth invite us, 

Heark the chirping birds del ght us: 

Let us dance and raiſe our Voices, 

Every Creature now rejoycesz 

Ayrie blaſts and ſpringing flowers, 

Verdant coverings pleaſant ſhowers ; 

Each playes his part to compleat this our joy, 
And can we be ſo dull as to deny. 


Here's no fooliſh ſurly Lover, 

That his paſhons will diſcover ; 

No conceited foppiſh Creature, | 

That is proud of Cloathz or Feature * 

All things here ſerene and free are, 

They'r not wiſe, are not as we are; 

Who acknowledge Heavens bleſſings, 

In our innocent carefhings. | 
Thea let vs Sing, let us dance, let us play, 
"Tis the time is allow'd, tis the Month of My, 
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4 SONG Sung at Holmſe's Bot h in Bartholo- 
| mew Fair, Sert id Mr. yon Barrett. 
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| W TA R, War and Battle now no more, 
Shall your thun'dring Cannons roar; 


No more, no morc of War complain, 

Peace begins, Peace begins her Halcyon Reign; 
kor now the Tos'ring Bird of Fore, | 
oops, ftoo ps to the gentle Billing Dove. 


E nd 
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A Scotch SONG, Ser by Mr. R. Brown, | 


ANN 1 oy 


Gin 


| Ockey loves his Mogg) dearly, 
He gang'd with her to Perth Fairs 
There we Sung and Pip'd together, 


And when done, then down I'd lay her: 


I fo pull'd her, and ſo lull'd her, 
Both o erwhelm'd with muckle Joy; 
Mog. kiſs'd Fockey, Focky, Mogg, 
From long night to break of day. 


I told Mrg. twas muckle pleaſing, 
Moggey cry'd ſhe'd do again (uch ; 
I reply'd Ide glad gang with thee, 


But 'twould waſt my mick'e Coyn much: 


She lamented, I relented, 

Both wiſh'd bodles might increaſe ; 
Then we'd gang next year together, 
And my pipe ſhall never cealc, 


WD] |] 
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Wain thy hopeleſs paſhon ſmother, 
Perjar'd Celia Loves another; 


| In his Armes I ſaw her Lying, 


Panting, Kiſſing, Trembling, Dying; 


There the Fair deceiver Swore, 


As once ſhe did to you before. 


Oh! ſaid you when She deceives me, 


When that Conſtant Creature leaves me; 


lis Waters back ſhall fly, 


And leave their 0uzy Channels dry 
Turn you Waters leave your Shore, 
For perjur'd Celia loves no 8 7 
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ASO N inthe Wonders of the Sun, or the Kingdon 
of the Birds, by Mr. DUUrfey. | 


— —4— 


C Ince now the Werld's turn'd upfide down, 1 
And all things chang'd in Nature; 1 
AS if a doubt were newly grown, | 
We had the ſame Creator: 
Of Ancient Modes and former ways, 
II teach ye, Sirs, the manner; In 
In good Qlecu Beſſe; Golden days, 1 / 
When I was a Dame of Honour. No 
I had an Ancient Noble Seat, — S. 
Tho' now tis come to Ruin, | l 
Where Mutton, Beef; and ſuch good —_ END _ Not 
In th' Hall was daily chewing; \ 


J 


Ot humming Beer my Cellar full, 
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[ was the yearly Donor 


| Where toping Knaves had many a pull, 


When I was a Dame of Honour, 


| My Men of Home-ſpun honeſt Grays, 


Had Coats and comly Badges, 


2 They wore no dirty ragged Lace; 


[111] 


Nor ere complain d for Wages: 
For gawdy Fringe and and Silks o'ch* Town, 
I fear'd no Thteating Dunner, 


iS But wore a decent Grogram Gow, 
When I was a Dame of Honour- 


. never thought Cantbaride s, 


lngredient good in Poſſet; 
Nor ever Stript me to my Stays, 
To play the punt at Baſe ; 


In Ratafia ne er made deboach, 


Nor reel'd like toping Gunner; 


Vor letting Mercer ſeize my Coach; 
| When 1 was a Dame of Honour. 


1 ſtill preſerv'd my Maiden fame, | 
In ſpite of Oaths and Lying; 


Tho' many a long chin'd Young iter came, 


And fain would be enjÞying. 
My Fan; to guard my Lips I kept, 


From Cupid's leud'er runner, 


2 And many a Roman Noſe 1 rap'd, 


o 
8 . 


When I was a Dame of Honour, 


diy Curling Locks, I never bought, 


Of Beggars dirty Daughters, 


Nor Prompted by a Wanton thought, 


Above knee ty'd my Garters 


 Inever glow'd with Painted Pride, 


Like Punk, when th' Devil has won her, 


Nor prov'd a Chate, to be a Bride, 


When I was a Dame of Honour. 
E 2 
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My Neighbours ftill 1 Treated round, 
And Strangers that came near me: 
The Poor too always welcome found, 
Whoſe Prayers did ftill endear me. 
Let therefore, who, at Court would be, 
No Churle nor yet no Fawner ; 
Match in Old Hoſpitality, 
Queen Beſſes Dame of Honour. 


111 


: Pag. 40. 


: We are theſe Ideots doing, 
That daily their Feuds advance, 
As if they were puſuing, 
Ne Ways to favour France, 
For ſhame give over your Dance; 
Lour National Danger ſee: 
Nor longer forfeit your Senſe, 
But agree, ye raſh Britains, agree. 


_ Whilſt ſtrange and trivial Reaſons, 
The Whimſical Brain allures, 

You loſe the Happy Seaſon, 

That ſhould encourage your Powers. 

The Monſieur is at your Doors; 

And if he received muſt be, 

— The Shame and Scandal is Yours; 

Then agree, ye Raſh Britains, agree. 


Ye Soaring High-flown People, 

In Politicks ſo profound; 
You Climb ſo high on your Steeple, 
It makes your Brain turn round. 


A SONG in the Wonders of the Sun, or, the King- 
dum of the Birds, by Mr. D'Unfey; To the Tune | 
| of the Farring of the two Eaſt-India Conpanies, | 
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conſider how you loſe ground, 
if Foreigners Maſters be ; 


 Whilft you with Maggots abound, 


Then agree, Silly Britains, agree. 


And you whoſe ſenſeleſs Jargon, 


Contentious Night and Morn, 
Declaims againſt an Organ, 
As *twere a Sowguelders Horn. 
Let Concords Power adorn _ 
Your Hearts, if wiſe you'll be; 
Nor longer merit a Scorn, 
But agree, voy * agree, 


'Tis known you are richly Landed, 
And you have a Place at Court: 

And you the Bank have Commanded, 
And you have Two Ships in Ports 


Yet ſtill ye reaſon R-tort ; 


As if ye ruin'd muft be, 


| :Tis all rank Folly in ſhort; 
Tt Then agree, Silly Britains, agree, | 


I Religion's Safety doubted, 


Still makes the Nation groan, 


*-*- } You make ſuch Stirs about it, 


Some wiſe Heads think you have none 
But all is for In ereſt done, 


As faith it likely may be, 


| Let thar Point ftaced, be non, 


And agree, ye caſh Brisains, agree, 
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in the Wonders of the Sun, er, the | 


Lbuſt w. 


J vor an. 


H .uew. 


Ign0 an. 


Houſcw. 


gnor an. 
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Ray now „eln let Fug prevail, 
D'off tha: Sword, and take a Flai le, 


| Wounds and Blows v th icorctung Heat, 


Will abroad, be all you'll get. 
Zooks y'are mad, 
Ye ſimple Jade, 
Fegone, and don't prate, 
Huw, | think ye 1 ſhall do 
With ob and Sue, 
And all our Bats, when wanting you: = 


When i aw wito Plunder, | 
. ung my gain ſhalt ſhare Jus. 
Houſew. 
Will be but ſmall I fear, 
When bold Dragoons have bin Pickering there 55 
And the Flea Flints the Germans firip em bare | 


My Share, 


Mind your Spinsring, 
M-nd your Linnen, 


Look to your Cheeſe too, 


Your Pigs, and your Grefe tod. 


No, No, 


Vil ramble out with you. 
| Blood and Fire, 
Tf you tire, 
Thus my Patience, 
With Vexations, | 
And Narrations ; 


Thumping, Thumping is the fatal Word Fon. 


„ Houſem, 


152 
Houſe w. 


Igroran. 
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Do, do, 
am good at Thumping too, 
Morbleau, NS 
That Huff ſhall never do. 


Come, come Foby, let's Buſs and Friends, 


Thus, ſtill thus, Love's Quarrel ends; 


Ignorax. 


Igroran. 


| And Coin unlcl(s the Pamper'd French vou heat . | 
Ah take Care ob-, take Care, and Learn more 
Dare you Prate fti!!, Wit, 


ora. 


Fou ew. 


Fouſew, 


I my Tongue ſometimes let run, 
But alas I ſoon have done. 
Tis well you y are quaſht, 

You'd elle been Thraſh, 

Sure as my Name's John. 

Yet, fain 1'd know for What, 

 Yare all ſo hot, 
To go to Fight, where nothing's got: 


Fortune will be kind, and we thall then grow 
en. 


Grow Great. [great too. 
vet want both Drink and Meat. | 


At this rate ſtill, 
And like a Vermin, | 
Grudg my h reſerment. 
Vou'n beg, or get a Wodden Leg. 
Nay if Bawling, 
_ Caterwawling 5 
Ticcle, tartle, 
Prittle, Prattle, 
Still m uff Rattle, | 
I'll begon, and Stia ght aboard, Faith; 
Do, Do, 
And fo ſhall 706 and ann, 
7. g £00, and all the ragged Crew, 


qi 


gell ql 


6311 omit 


528 


. AJ Content is wanting. 


| +- £4 * 
2 2 =; 


; They nc' er {er the B auty, 


The þ 


_ Cloy'd, with care and duty, 


Profits Golden tollics 
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| 7h Nev BLACKBIRD: A SONG, ws 


the Wonders of the Sun, or, the Kingdom of Bird, 
by Ar. DUrtey. F "2 


In the World below ; J 
We in freedom chanting, > 
Lifes true pleaſurt know, 


Io Superiour Sway, 
Of one happy Diyz 


Half the Glob- Infefty 
Faction, Pride and Malice, 
Saverns ai} the reft. . 
Whilit in eternal Day ; Ferry, terry, rerry, refry, 
Hey, lerry terry, inge the Blackbird; | 
Au! what a World have they? 


H « | Gum. 


Gian-Limb'd Ambition, 
Like a Tram Reigns; 
ming new Diviſion 
Hourly, in their Brains. 
Sometimes Peace Enjoying, 
Some. They a Leagne begin; 
nt one Monarch's s Dying 
Breaks em all again. 
Then the grave State-menders, 
For Religion Fight : 
Tho the hot Pretenders, 
Never bad a doit; 5 


When their Aid they want, 


_  &rmies for Defences, 


Preſent pay they grant, 

Aut. the Work once ended, 
2 the Chiefs diſown 3 3. 
Who in haſt disbanded, 
| Loudly are cry'd down. 
 Fhus Uncur d they Nouriſh, 
Whimſeys worſe Diſeaſe, 
Whither Loſe or Flouriſh, 

Never are at Eaſe. 


Whilft here in laſting day; 5 Terry, 02. i 


The fat Pamper'd City, 
Grumbling at the Tax, 
Think to Stint, 'tis pitty, 
Bellies or their Backs. 
The Rich Cuntry Booby 
Brood ing o'er his Ground, 
Low'rs, and wondrous Moody, 
Grudges four in the Pound, 
Goſpel Fermentation, banters all our Soul 
And to Fire the Nation, 
Blackcoras blow the Coals. 
Whilft here in laſting day, 


Terry, terry, terry, rerry, Sings the Blackbhs 


Oh !-what a World haye * 
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Mhilſt here in laſting day; Terry, De. 
Warriors all are Princes, 


See 


; 


Ga EMI 


MR! 1 1 
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A850 NG, in the ( Luckey Younger Brother, 

I "0, Bean Defeated : ) Sett by Mr. John Fe. 

cles, and Sung 25 Ar. Bowman. . 
FL oP eng 


ae an Old Woman. 
| IT 1 
| =+ ITS EE 


4 24 8 


Sings as bimſe F. f 


TID 


- reg 
7 


1 


eall] - 


eil! 


Qn 


Elia tir'd 3 with has 1 5 
While langui bing (while lan guiſhing ſhe view'd him) 
The well dreſs'a youth defpis'd the Dame, 
But ſtill, ftill 5 but frill the old foo! . him ; $ 
Some pity on a wretch — 12 1 
That lyes at your devotion: Z | 
Perhaps near fifty years ago, 
Perhaps near fifty years ago, RL 
1 might have lik d the Motion. | 


inn 


event in. 


| If you, proud youth, my flame deſpiſe, Bp 
| I'll hang me in my Garters: | 0 
Why then make haſt to win the prize, | 
Among loves fooliſh Martyrs. i | 
| Can jou ſee Deli brought ſo low, 1 
And make her no requitals ? 39 
Delia may to the Devil go, ( Delia may to the D- vil, be -- | 
vl go) tothe De vil, Devil, Devil, Devil, Devil, Devil po, | 


for Strephon g 
Stop my Vitals, ſtop, ſtop, ſtop, fog ſtop, my Vitals, 


8 ri 
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| A SONG Set by Mr. John — and Sung 
| BY by Mrs. _ | 


al Cee en eee : 
| ch all £1. les Air 


, | Hypoc ily i» ont of bes 
3 


Wich the witty and the fair: as 


»58 Pills to Purge Melancholy 
Nature all thy arts diſcloles, 
While the pleaſures ſhe ſupplies, 
Paint thy glowing cheeks with Roſes, 
And inflame thy ſparkling eyes. 


} — 
— 


Fooliſh Celia not to know, _ | 
Cove thy int'reſt and thy duty 3 | 
Thou to love alone doft owe, . 
| All thy joy, and all thy beauty: | 5 
Mark the tuneful Feather'd kind, 5 | 


At the coming of the Spring; | 
All in happy pairs are joyn'd, | 
And becauſe they love they ſing. 


| 
> wand. a 


©: 8 8ONO Sar by Ms. Clarke: 


= * 


i 


nh 
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IO often have I curs'd that ſable deceit, 
1 For making me w:ſh and admire; 
And rifle poor Ovid to learn to intreat, 
when reaſon might check my deſire: 
Fůor ſagely of late it has been diſclos'd, 
There's nothing, nothing conceal'd uncommon g . 
| No Mfracles under a Maſque repos d, 
When knowing Cyntbia's a Woman. 


| Tho' Beauty's great charms our ſences delude, . 

Iis the Center attracts our needles 

| And love's a j-fﬀt when thought to intrude, 

The defign of it to unriddle, 
A virgin may ſhow ftrange coyneſs in love, 
And tell you Chymeraes of honour; 

| Butgive her her wiſh, the man ſhe approves, 

| No labour he'll have to winn her, 
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| 4 SONG in (Rinaleo and Armida ) Set by | 


Al 


ff oi. nn 


Loc a. oa - ud oy 


Milk ts e 142 


| ( 


„ OY 


en: 


He J Jolly fo. oy 

That comes whiſtliag, m_— the Trees, 
| From 2— 1 the biusiun region 75 
Perfow—s upon its Spycy wings, 
| With its wi—aton motion, curling, 
Cur-lng, cus ling, cur- * cryſtal Rills, 
| Which down, down, down, 4-wn the Hills, | 
Run, r run, run, run, run. o'er Golden gore) purling. 


5 3 mus 8 


8 8" 3 I's 


3 SONG «© the Punch. Bowl. To the forega- 
| ing Tune. 


| He Jolly, Juliy Bowle, 
That docs quench my thirfty Soul, 

When a— Uthe mingling Juice is thrown, 
_ Per--tu--7i'd with tragrant Goar Stone: 

With its wa—nton 1 vaſt tov, curling, 

Curling, curling, curling, curling the nut-broun Rites, 
Which down, down, down, down by the gills, 
| Rug through * Swallows purling, 
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A SONG im the Comedy call'd the BITER, Set 


h Mr. {on Eccles, ond Sung by Mr. Cooke. 


1-4 


* Hloe Bluſh't and Frown'd and * 
And puſht me rudely from her; 

1 call'd her Faithleſs ting Whore, | 

To talk to me of Honour: 
But when I roſe and wou'd be gon, 
She cry d nay whither go ye 
Young Damon ſaw, now we're a lone, 

Do, do, do what you will, do what you will with Chloe: 


Do what you will, what you will, what you will with Chloe, 
i 


Do what you will, what you will, what you will with Chloe, 


<i> 8 


Mm 


11: 
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Ie Prologue, in the Illand Princeſs, Sett and Sung 
95 Mr. Leveridge. 5 
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. They Signify nothing, or leſs than a Song: 
To ſing you a Ballad, this tune we thought fit; 


For Sound has oft nickt you, when Sence could not hit, 


Then Ladies be kind and Gentlemen mind; 


Wit Capers, play Sbarpers, loud Bullies, Tame Cullies, 


_ Sow Grumbl.is, Werch Fumblers give Ear ev'ry Man: 


Mobb'd Sinners in Pinners, kept Foppers, Bench- Hoppers, 
| High- Flyers, Pitt-Plyers, be ftill if you can: 


: Your re all in Damnation, you re all! in Damnation for Lead - 


Ling the Van. 


Ye Side-Box Gallants, whom the Vul gar call Beaus, 
Admirers of Self, and nict Judges of Cloths 3 
Who now the War's over, crois boldy the Main, 
Yet necr were at Sieges, unkſs at Campiegne, 
Spare all on the Stage, Love in every Age ; 


Young, Tattles, W*14 Rattles, Fan-Tearers, Maſk: Fleerers, 8 


Old Coafters, Love Boafters, who ſet up for Truthh:- 
Young Graces, Black Faces, ſome Faded, ſome Jaded, 

Old Mothers, and others, who've yet a Colts Tooth: 
See us act that in Winter, you'd all att in Youth, 


Lou Gallery Haunters, who loye to Iye ſaug, 
And maunch Apples or Cakes, while ſome Ne" *ghbour 


Ye Lofties, Genteels, who above us all fit, 
And look down with Contempt, on the Mobb in the Pit, 
Here's what you like beft, lig, Song and the reſt; 


Free Laughers, Cloſe Gaff=cs, Dry Joiers, Old Soakers z 


kind Cozens, by Dozens, yout Cuſtoms don't break: 
Sly Spouſes with Blouſes, Grave Horners, in Corners; 
Kind No-wits, ſave Poets, clap till your Hands ake, 
And tho' the Wits Damn us, we'll we the Whims take. 


Ou. ve been with dull Prologues here banter'd ſo long, 


[you hugg 3 


ii 


da 


Sp 8111 


S 


1 ! 
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| 4 SONG Set by My. John Eccles, and $ 
+ Mr. Gouge, I the Farce ca (Wom. n por 
have their Wills. ) 


| Belndes 


1 2 


2 — 


e 


Bb pretty. pretty, pleaſing Form, 
Does my happy, happy, bappy happy Fancy charm. 


Whilf I'm preſſing, claſping, K. fing. 5 
Oh! Oh! how She does my Soul alarm: 


* Her prittle prattle, tittle· tettle 8 All We moſt o- | 
(bliging 3 


There is ſuch Magick in her Eyes, 
Such Magick in her Eyes, in her Eyes, 
Does my wond'ring Heart Surpriſe : 
Her prinking, — , twinking, pioking : 
Whilſt m courting, tor tranſporting, 
How like an nog She pantiog lyes, = panting lies 


*7k — 


— Wanne 4 


92111 


1 — 
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| 4 Song in the Loves of Mars and Venus, Set by 
| | | * J. Eccles, Sung by Mrs. Hodgſon. | 

- 

+ | 

= | 

2 | 
; 


To meet her Mars the Queen of Love, 
Comes here adorn'd with all her Charms 3 
The Warriour beft the Fair can move, 1 
And crouns his toils in Beauty's arms: 
Ib: Warriour beft the Fair can move, 
And crowns his toils in Beauty's arms. 


168 Pills to Purge Melancholy. 


'A Song in the Loves of Mars and Venus, Sett h 
Mr. J. Eccles, Sung by Mrs. Bracegirdle. 


IBS il. 


Ly, fly ye lazy Hours, haſt bring him here, 
Swift, ſwift as my fond wiſhes are; . 


When we Love, and Love to rage, 1 
 Ev'ry moment ſeems an age: I 
When we Love, and Love to rage, 3 
Eyry moment ſeems an age. 5 | 
þ 
| 
© 


2 Why does Pleaſure ſeem a Smart, 


| Tnftrut me why 1 am thus Warm'd, 


Pills to Purge Melanchoh. 
4A Scorch SONG. — Ballden 


Oo my 8 panting Heart, 
Why ſo Young and why ſo ſad ; 


Or I wretched while Vm Glad? 
Oh! Lovers Goddeſs, who wert form d, 
From Cold and Icye, Icye Seas; 


and Darts at once can Wound and Please. 


— — —ę— — — — — 


al 5 ö 
* 
1 j 
0 | | 9 
. OO — —— —— a — — — — —— — — — - - ——— — 
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X Hilft Phillis is | Drinking, Love and Wine i in alliance; 
With Forces United, bids teſiſtleſs defiance ; 
Each touch of her Lip, makes the Wine ſparkle Higher, 
And her Eyes by he Drinking, redouble the Fire; 
Her Cheeks grow the Brighter recruiting their Colour; 
As Flowers by ſprin«ling revive with freſh Odour 3 = 


| Each Dartdipt in Wine, Love wounds beyond curing, 


And the Liquor like Oyl makes the Hame more enduring. 


Tr fp SONG 02) by Me. Prince in the 
0 Maid in the "Mill ) 


2 = = 7585 


111 


28 long, how long ſhall I. pine for Love, 
: How long ſhall I Sue in vain, 
How long, how long like the Turtle Dove, 
Muſt I heavily thus complain ?*® 
Shall the Sails of my Love ftand ſtil, 
Shall the grift of my hopes be ungrownd 3 ? 
Oh fye, of fye, oh fye, oh fye let the Mill, 


— — 


— * 


5 Mr. "IS ie by 4 Mr. — 


1 


PR 


Lethe Mill goround, iet the Millet the Mill zo 855 F 


/ 


The Sole SONG in the \ Sabſer tion Muſick, Ser | 


: 


i 


| Tuſcomeing from Sea, our Spouſes and we, 
We Punch it, we Punch it, we Punch it; 
We Punch it, we Punch it a Board with Couragio, 


Ls. 


We Sing Laugh and Cling, and in Hammocks we ſwing ; 

And Hay, bay, hay, hay, hay my brave Boys Bonviagio, 
We Sing Laugh and Cling, and in Hammocks we (wing 

Wie Sing Laugh and Cling, and in Hamwocks we ſwing, 
And hay, hay, hay, hay, hay my brave Boys Bonviagio. 


** 


Nil to Prge Ablenbch, Oo 


1 


A SONG Set by Mr. Daniel Purcell, and Sung | 
2 tbe Theatre Royal in Drury-Lane. 


8 make your Virg'ns tender, 
Make em eaſy to be won; 


| Let 'em preſently ſurrender, 


When the treatys once begun : 
Such as like a tedious wooing, 
Leet ein cruel Damſcls find; 
Bit let ſuch as wou'd, as wou'd be doing, 
Prithee, prithee, prithee Cupid make em kind. 
Prithee, prithee Cupid make cm kind, 


4 Seek Sing ang by Mrs. Wilkes a the nen 
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. 


| Kr you -who comes here, 
The Laird of aw the clan; 
| Whom Is'e Love but fear, 
HhBecauſe a muckle Man: 
But what if he's great, | 
He deſcends from his State; 
And receive him, receive 'bim as you can 


Come my Bony Blith Lads, 

Shew your beft Lukes and Plads; 
Our Laird is here, 

Whom we ſhou'd Love: 

And who ſhou'd approve, 
Our reſpect as weel as fear, 
For the Laird is here whom We Love and fear. 


iin 


| 11111 
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"4 SONG inthe Comedy calÞd Love betra?d, Sung 
Ari. Bracegirdle, Set by Mr. John Eccles. 


24 NIKE 
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FF T hear 9rinds Swear, . 
She cures my Jealous Smart; 
1 I hear erinda Swear, 
She cures my Jealous Smart: 
The Treachery becomes the Fair, 
And doubly fires my heart; 
The Treachery becomes the Fair, 
And doubly Fires my Heart. 


Beauty's firength- and Treaſure, 
In Falſhood ftill remain; 
The gives the greateſt pleaſure, 
That gives the greateſt Pain: 
That gives the greateft Pain, 
She gives the greateft pleaſure ; 
She- gives the greateſt pleaſure, 
That gives the greateft Pain; 
She gives the greateſt pleaſure, 


| She gives the greateſt Pleaſure ;. 


That gives the greateſt Pain, 
That gives the greateſt Pain, 
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| 'A"Scotch SO N G Sung by Mr. Leveridge the - 
, words by Mr. D Urfey. 


5 W 


—— — — — 


3 = 7 
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5 4-3-th: —..—— 


4 
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Areweell my Bonny, bonny witty, pretty Mozgy, 
And aw the Roſie Laſſes, milking on the Down ; 
A die the Flowry Meadows, late ſo dear to Fockey, 
The ſports and merry glee, of Edinborough Town, 
Since French aud Spaniſh Loons, ftand at Bay, 
And Valliant Lads of Britain, hold em Play; 
My Reap-huke, 1 mun throw quite away, 
And Fight to, like ama, 
Among e 'm for our Royal Queen Anne. 


Each Carle of Iriſh mettle Battles, like a Dragon z 
The German waddles and ſtradles to the Drum, 
The alia and the butterd bowzy Hogan Mogan, 


Gud feth then Scottiſh Fockey may not ligg at Home: 


: Far fince their ganging to Hunt Renown, 


And ſwear theyle quickly ding the Monſieur Down; 


| Fe follow for a pluck at his Crown, 
To ſhew that Scotland can, 
| Excell em for our Royal Queen Ame, 


1 iir 


iin 
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| 
0 "Hen welcome from Vigo, 
And Cudgelling Don Diego, 
With Bouger Raſcallions, 
And Plundring the Galloons; 
Each Briſk vallianc fellow, 
Faught at Rodondello, 
And thoſe who did meet, 
With the New found Land Fleet. 
Then for late ſuccc ſſcs, 
Which Europe Cont: fles, 
At Land by our gallant Commanders, 
The Dutch in ſtrong Beer, 
|| Shou'd be drunk tor one year, 
With their Generals Health, 1 in Flanders, 


182 Pills to Purge Melanchoh. 
| Set by Mr. John Eccles, Sung by Mrs. Hodgſon; | 
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| te Amarillis ceaſe to greive, 


J ky, fy, ty, fy, ceaſe, ceaſe to greive, 
Fy, fy, fy, fy, ceaſe, ceaſe to greive, 

For him thou never can'ft retreive; 

Wilt thou ſigh for one that fly's thee, 
Wilt thou ſigh for one that fly's thee, | 
No, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, Scorn the wretch, 

Scorn the wretch, that Love deny's thee, 
Scorn the wretch, {cyrn the wretch, 


That Love, that Love deny's thee, 


Call Pride to thy aid, and be not afraid, 
Of meeting a Swain that is Kind; 
As Handiums as he, perhaps he may be, 
At leaſt, at leaſt a more Generous Mind 


As Hand ſome as he, perhaps he may be, 


At leaſt a mere Generous Mind, 
At leaſt a moce Generous Mad. 


x by Mrs. 
| ONG in the (Funeral) Sung by Harris, | 
| 485 Ser by 6 My. Daniel Pu _ 


wy 


1113 QB WR 
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IT Et not Love, let not Love on me, on me beſtow, 

Soft diſtreſs, ſoft diſtreſs and tender woe; 

I know none, no, no, no, none but ſubſtantial Bliſſes, 

' Eager Glances, eager Glances, ſolid Kiſſæs: 

| I know not what the Lovers feign, 

Of finer Pleaſure mix't with Pain; 
| Then prethee, prethee give me gentle boy, 
> None of thy Grief, bur ail, all, all, all, but all, all, all, all, 

1 | Lal, all the joy, 
| 
| 


| But all, all, all, all, all, all the jy. 
Prethee give me, prethee give me gentle Boy, 
None of thy Grief, but all, all, al, all but all, all, all, al, 


all, all che 0 
But all, an, all, all, all, all the joy. b 


1 
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A SO NG Sung at Richmond New Wells, the | 


Words by M. S. Sett by Mr. Morgan. 


Vrelia now one Moment loft, 
A thouſand ſighs may after coſt; 
Deſires may oft return in vain, 
But Youth will ne'r return again. 
Defires may oft return in vaia, 
But Youth will ne'r return again 


The fragrant ſweets which do adorn. 
The glowing bluſhes of the morn; | 
| By Noon are yaniſh'd all away, 
Then let's Aurelia live to day 
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: As unconcern'd and free as Air, 

J TI did retain my liberty; 

_ Laugh'd at the fetters of the Fair, 
And ſcorn'd a beauties ſlave to be: 
Tin your bright eyes ſurpriz'd my heart, 
And firſt inform'd me how to Love 
3 Then pleaſure did invade each part, 


Yet to conceal my flame I ſtrovre. As 


| 188 Pills to __ au 


As Indians at 2 Aiftance Pay, 
Their awful reverence to the Sun; 
And dare not till he'll bleſs theday, 
Seem to have any thing begun: 
Thus I reft, till your ſmiles invite, 
My Looks and Thoughts I do conftrain 18 N 1 
And tremble to expreſs delight, „ 
Unleſs you pleaſe to eaſe my — 


4 SONG in dock al (The Old Barchel. | 
| 9 5 Sets by Mr. 2888 Purcell. | | 


all 1 
LIL 


ng, joyning Faces, mingling kiffes, 
es, mingling kiſſes, and exchanging harmleſt: 


Idliſſes: 
A trembii with eager haſt, ö 
keel ih age a 8 
Let ne, let me feed; oh! ob! oh! ch! let me, let me, 
Ive, aye, 1 1 —_—_ 
e, 1 aye, dye, ye 
Nye if I'm not wholly bleft. . 
eee, 


date not, muſt not hear; | A 
— 1 — do not move me, 
, do not if you Love me: 
.me ill, the ſaid, Sy oo 
ee fond ref nce made: 85 5 | 
* dy in firuggling fled. 3 


8 une pleaſure ſhe had miſs'd, 
—_Ffown'd and biuſh d, and figh'd and Kia; 3 
nad moan, in cul 
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NHe met with a Country man, 
I las the middle of all the Green ; 
And Peggy was his delight, 
And good ſport was to be ſeen. 


zut erer ſhe cry'd Brave Roger, 
Tu drink a whole glaſs tothee : 
| But as for Fob! of the Green, 
I care not a Pin for him; 


Bulls and Bears, and Lyons, and Dragons, 
and O brave Ager a Cauverly ; 


| Tiggins, and Wiggins, Prints, and Flaggons, 
On brave Ge. 


ke took her by the middle, 
And taught her by the floot; ; 
Well done brave Roger quoth he, 
Thou haſt not left thy old Wont, 
But ever ſhe cry'd c. | 


Heclapt her upon the buttock, 

And forth ſhe let a fart; 
My belly quoth ſhe is caſed by thee, 
Aud | thank thee Roger for't, 


192 Pills to Purge Melanchob. | 
The Duke of Glouceſters March, Sett by D 4 
— fr 


QB | | 


AN 


gr ani S>ill 


\ Nd now, now the Duke's march, 
Let the Haut-boys play; 
And his Troops in the cloſe, | [ 
Shall Huſ-ſa, Huſ-ſa, Huſ-ſa : — 
And now, now the Duke's march, 
Let the Haut- boys play, 
And his Troop's in the cloſe, | 
Shall Huſ-ſa, Huſ-fa, Huſ- ſa, Huſ-ſa. 


nil 


| B 
1 50 


S 
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A Sang in the Comedy call id the Wifes Excuſe. H. . 


ä 


Roriuns I excuſe thy face, 


VV tholeerring lines, which Nature arew 3 3 
When I r: fle& that ev'ry grace, 


Thy 115d +:4orns is joft and true: 
But oh thy W't « hat (ad has ſent, 
Survri rg Air? uncoahin'd ; 


Some o cr ſure 4pally weant, 


And ſhot himtelf into thy mind. 
: K 


— 1 Ms mere 


| Then boaft not young Pbillis, becauſe thou art fair, 


All temporal Gleries in time will decay, 
So will Virgin Beauty, ſo will Virgin Beauty, 


ODD AO SA nts. Br ns On — = — ” , _ 
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4 Squire Choice; or, The Coy Lady's Beauty 51 


y him admir d. Tune of lanthe, Page 79. 


Tue World is a Bubble, and full of decoys, 


Her glittering Pleaſures are flattering Toys, 


The which in themſelves no true Happineſs brings, 


Rich Rubies, nay Diamonds, Chains, Jewels and Rings, 


They are but as Droſs, and in time will decay, N 
So will Virgin Beauty, ſo w 


ill Virgin Beauty, 
tho never ſo gay. ws 


2» — 


Soft Roſes and Lilies more Beautiful are, 
Than ever thou waft, when they in their prime, 
And yet do they fade in a very ſhort time. 

tho never ſo gay, 


Since all things are changing, and nothing will laſt, 


Since Years, Months, and Minutes thy Beauty will blaſt, 
Like Flowers that fade in the fall of the Leaf, j 
Afford me thy Favour and pity my Grief 3 | 
_ Fer thy Youth and Beauty do's clearly depart, E 


For thou art my Jewel, for thou art my Jewel, 
che Joy of my Heart, | 


I value not Riches, for Riches I have, | 

Il value not Honour, no Honour | crave, De 
Zut what thou art able to bleſs me withal, [ 

And is by thy Frowns to Deſpair 1 ſhould fall, 
Then Fareuel thoſe Joys which ſo long I have ſought, 


To languiſh in Sorrow, to languiſh in Sorrow, 
alas ! I am brought, | 
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I come not to flatter, as many have done, 

Aﬀord me a Smile, or my D-ar I all run 

Diſtracte , as being diſturbed in mind; 

Then now, now, or never be loving and kind, 

This Day thou canſt cheriſh my ſorrowtul State, 

To morrow ſweet Jewel, to morrow ſweet Jewel, 
it may be too late. 


| You know that young Women has rail'd againſt Men, 


And counted them falſe and baſe flatterers, when 

We find that your Sex are a8 cruel to us, 

Or elſe you would never have tortur'd me thus, 

As now you have done by your Darts or Dildain; 5 
You know that I love you, you — that I love von, 
Let all is in vain- 


The Dam els Anjwer, To the Jem: Tine. 
Ow dry up chy 2 and no longer exclaim, 5 


Againſt thy fair beautiful Phillis by name, 
Who never as vet was acquainted with Love 


Let here I declare by the Powers above, 


I cannot. be crvel to one that is true, 
Wherefore bid thy Sorruws, whercfore * thy corcows | 
for ever adieu. 


With all the Affe tans that Words can expreſe, 


T irecly ſurren der, and can do no leſs, 
When as L confiter in e'ety Degree, 

How loyal and faithful thou haſt beea to me, 
J cannot be cru=! to ons that is true, 


And to bid thy Sorrows. and ſo bid thy Sorrows 
tor ever adieu. 
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The Folly Sailor's Reſolution. 


— — —̃̃̃ñ— 
As l am a Sailer, 'tis very well known, | 


11 And Pin never as yet had a wife of my owng _ 


But now I reſolved for to marry if 1 can, 
To ſhow my ſelf a Jolly, Jolly briſk young Man, 


Man, Man, 85 


To ſhow my ſelf a Jolly, Jolly brisk young Man. 


Abroad T have been, and fince home I am come, 


My Wages I have took, tis a delicate Summ, 

And now Miſtreſs Hofteſs begins to flatter me, 
Zut 1 have not forgot her former Cruelty, 

| 7, ty, | = 3 

But I have not forgot her formerly Cruelty. 


Neat 


——— de 


P—_— 


I——_ al 


II TEL FWO 


11511 


Her flattering Words I was apt to believe, 
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Near Limehouſe ſhe liv'd, where I formerly us'd, 
In ſhow you in brief how I once was abus'd, 
After in her Houſe 1 had quite conſum'd my ftore, 
But kick me if I ever, ever feaſt her more, 

more, more, Rey 
But kick me if I ever, ever feaft her more. 


I came to her once with abundance of Gold, 


and as ſhe that beautiful Sight did behold, 

She ſaid with a kiſs theu art welcom Fobn to me, 

For I have ſhed a thouſand, thouſand Tears for thee, 
thee, thee, : „ : 

For I have ſhed a thouſand, thouſand Tears for thee. 


And then at my Hands ſhe did freely recieve 
A Ring, which ſhe ſaid ſhe would keep for Fobnny's ſake, 


| She wept for Joy as if her very Heart wou'd break, 


\ break, Break; 7 
She wept for Joy as if her very Heart wou'd break. 
We feaſted on Dainties and drank of the beſt, 
Thought I with my Friends I am happily bleſt, 


For Punch, Beer and Brandy they Night and Day aid call; 
And I was honeft Fobnny, Fobnny pay for all, | 


as, 3, Y = | 
And I was honeſt ebm, Johnny pay for all. 


They ply'd me ſo warm that in troth I may ſay, 


hat!] ſcarce in a Month knew the Night from the Day, 


iy Hoſteſs I kils'd, tho* her Husband he was by, 
For while my Gold and Silver laftzd, who but J, 
I, I. | 5 


For while my Gold and Silver laſted, who but I. 


They fait I ſhould marry their dear Daughter Xate, 
And in Token of Love I preſented her ſtrait, 
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uw a Chain of Gold, and a rich and coſtly Head, 
Thus Jobrny, Fobnny, obi) by the Noſe was lead, 

lead, lead, 

Thus Fobmny, Johnny, Fobnny by the Noſe was lead. 


This Life 1 did lead for a Month and a Day, 

And then all my Glory begun to decay, 5 

My Money was gone, I quite conſum'd my ſtore, 

My Hoſteſs told me in a -word, ſhe would not ſcore, 
ſcore, ſcore, 


My Hoſtcls told me in a word, the would not ſcore. 


She frown'd like a Fury, and Rite ſhe was coy, 
A Kiſs or a Swile I no more muſt enjoy, 
Nay, if that I called but for a Mug of Beer, 
My Hoſte ſs ſhe was very deaf, and could not hear, 
ar, hear, 

My Hotels ſhe Was very deaf, and could not hear. 


But that which concerned me mor? then the reſt, 
My Money was gone, and ſhe'd needs have me brett, 
Aboard of the Fleet, then I in a Paſſion flew, 

And ever ſince I do abhor the canting Crew, 
Cre, Crew, 

And ever ſince I do abhor the canting Crew. 


Now having repleniſt a my Stock once again, 
My Hoſteſs and Daughter I vow to reftain, 


Their Company quite, and betake my ſelf to a Wite, 


With whom I hope to live a ſober Life, 
Life, Life, | 
With whom 1 hope to live a ſober Life, 


Then in came a Damſel 28 freſh as a Roſe, 

He gave her a Kils, and begun for to cloſe, 

In courting, and faid, caaft love an honeſt Tar, 

Who for theſe Six or Seven Years has travell'd far, 
far, far, 

Who for theſe Six or ſeven Years has travell'd far. 
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Fer was noble, his Guinea's was good, 
* — the innocent Maid never ttood, 
| To make a denyal, but granted his Requeſt, 
And now ſhe's with a jolly Sailor, Sailor bleſt, 
BE 7 8 5 
And now ſhe's with a jolly Sailor, Sailor bleſt. 
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Cupids Courteſie. 
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Tun the cold ſhady woods, 
| > As I was ranging, | 
I heard the pretty Birds, 

Notes ſweetly changing: 
Doun by the Meadows fide, 

| there runs a River, 

A little Boy | ſpy'd 
With Bow and Quiver. 


Little Boy tell me why 
Thou art here diving? 

Art thou ſome Run-awayz 
And haſt no abiding ? 
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JI am no Run-away, 

Venus my Mother, 
She gave me leave to play, 
When I came hither. 


Little Boy go with me, 
And be my ſervant, 
I will take care to ſee 
For thy preferment: 
If I with thee ſhould go, 
Penus would chide me, 
And take away my Bow, 
And never abide me. 


Little Boy let me know, 
What's thy name termed, 


And go ſo armed: 

| You may verceiye the ſame, 
with often changing; 
Cupid it is my name, 

I live by ranging. 


„ Tf Cupid be thy name, 


That ſhoot at Rovers; 
I have heard of thy Fame, 

By wounded Lovers: 

Should any langwſh that, 

Are ſet on fire; | 
By ſuch a naked Brat, 

1 ͤmuch admire. 


If thou doſt but the leaſt, 
At my Laus grumble; 


Tu picrce thy ſtubborn breaſt, 


And make thee humble, 
If 1 with Golden Dart, 
Wound thee but ſurely g 
There's no Phiſitiens art, 
That e te can cure thee, 
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: That thou doſt wear a Bow, 
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Little Boy with thy Bow, 
Why doft thou threaten 

It is not long ago 

Since thou waſt beaten; 

Thy wanton Mother, fair 
Venus will chide thee 

When all thy Arrows are gone, 
Thou may'ft go hide tte:, 


Of powerful ſhafts you ſee, 


I am well ftored 


W iich makes my Deity, 


ſo much adored ; 


With one poor Arrow 129'w, 


 T'll make thee ſhiver, 


|| And bend unto my Bow, 


And fear my Quiver, 


| Dear little Cupid be, 


Courteous and kindly ; 
I know thou canſt not ſee, 
But ſhooteſt blindly ; 
Although thou call'ſt me blind, 


3 Surely I'll hit thee z 
That thou ſhalt quickly find, 


Fll not forget thee, : 


Then little Cupid caught, 


his Bow ſo nimble,” 

And ſhot a fatal ſhaft, 
Which made him tremble ; 

Go tell thy. Miftrifs dear, 
Thou canft diſcover; 

What all the paſſions are, 
Of a dying Loyer. 
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Sorely hes bleeding; 
He felt the greatſt ſmart, 
From Love proceeding : 
He did her help implore, 
Whom he affected, 


Him ſhe rejected. 


Quickly had. choſen, 
Her heart had frozen: 


Daily to. languiſn nf 
@n& Cupid's aid implore, 
To heal. this anguiſh. 


humble pardon crav'd 
bor his. offence paſty 
And vow'd himſelf a flave, 
And to love ſtedfaſt; 
His Prayers ſo ardent were, 


That Cupid lent an ear, 
And his ſuit granted. 


For by his preſent plaint, 

He was regarded; 

'And his adored Saint, 

| His Love rewarded: © 

And now they live in joy, 

| Sweetly embracing, 

And left the little Boy, 
In the woods chaſing. 
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And now this gallant heart 


But found that more and more, 


Bur: Cupid with his craft, 
And. with. a Leaden ſhaft, 


| Which caus'd this Lover more, 


Whilft his heart panted,. 
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I Cormuling Song in the Conſtant Couple, or a Trip 
| 11 hs by Mr. George Farquhar, 
Seit by Mr. Daniel Purcel, Sung by Mr. Freeman. 
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E Damon knock'd at Celiz's door, 
| Thus Damon knock'd at Celrz's door, 
Ne figh'd and beg d and wept and ſwore, 
The was ſo, She anſwer'd no, | 
Fhe ſign was ſo, She anſwer'd no, no, no, no. 


Again he ſigh'd, again he pray d, 
Ne: Damon no, no, no, no, no, I am afraid . 
Conſider Damon I'm a Maid, 
Conſider Damon no, no, no, no, no, no, no, I'm a Maid. 


. Athft his ſighs and tears made way, 
roſe and ſoftly turn'd the key 3 
Come in ſaid ſhe but do not do not ftay, 
may conclude, you will be rude, 
Rae if you are you may, _ 
2 may conclude, you will be rude 
elf you are you may. 
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4 5ONG Sung by Mrs. Prince in the (Agreeable 
Diſappointment. Sett by Mr. John Eccles. 
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Loe found Love for his P/yche in tears 
She play'd with his Dart and ſmil'd at his fears, fears; 
Till feeling at length the Poy ſon it keeps, | 
Cupid he ſmiles and Ch/oe ſhe weeps, 
Till feeling at length the Poyſon it keeps, 
Cupid he ſmiles and Chloe ſhe weeps, 
Cupid be (miles and Chloe ſhe wee ps. 


Pills to Purge Melancholy. 
A SONG Sett by Mr. John B rrett. 
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. s all my W 8 Dream, 

She's all, all, all, ſhe's all, all, all, my Plexfure and 
liber iss all that 1 Eſteem, „ * 
And all 1 fear is her Diſdain. | 


Her Wit, her Humour and her Face, 


Pleaſe beyond all 1 felt before: 


Oh! Why can't I Admire her leſs, 


Or dear Liberiz, or dear Liberia love me more! 


Like Stars all other Female Charms 
Ne're touch my Heart, but Feaſt my Eyes: 5 
For ſhe's the only-Sun that Warms, 
With ber alone I'de live and dye: - 

Immortal Pow'rs whoſe Work Divine, 
| Inſpires my Soul with ſo much Love: 
Grant your Liberia may be mine, (your Joys above: 

And then, then, then, then, and then, then I _ 
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A SONG onthe Preſent State of the Time:, 
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Hurch Scruples and Tarrs, 
0 plunge all Europe in warrs, 

Engliſh Ceſar eſpouſes our quarrels 3 : 
Predeftin'd to ftand, 
Againft Lewis Legrand. 
| And wear bis new — Lawels. 

The cauſe that is beſt, | 
Now comes to the tet, | 

For Heaven will no longer ſtand deuter; 3 

But pronounce the great Doom, 
For old Luther or Rome, 
And prevent all our doubts oe the future, | 
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| 'Twou'd turn a wiſe brain, 
To conſider what pain, 

Fools take to become Polititians ; 5 
Fops, Bullies, and Citts, | 
All ſet up for Wits, 

And ingeniouſly batch new diviſions: 0 
18 Some ſhow their hot Zeal, 
| | For a new common-weal, 


KEENE. © 


| And ſome for a new reftoration ; 'H 
Thus cavil and brawl, | 
Till the Monſe urs get all. 


i And prove the beft wits of the Nation. 


[| Tho' we medicines 2pply, 
| Yet the Feaver boils bek, 
$ Firſtcaus'd by a Catholick Riot; 
Which no cure can gain, 
Till the breathing the vein, 
Correct the mad pulſe into quiet: 
Yet what e're diſeaſe, | 
our Country may chance, 


Let's drink to its healing condition; 
And rather wiſh William, 
Were Victor in F rance, 


| Than Lewy were Englands Phibcan 
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| M — and fal Amindor. 


- C oy Belinda may Aiſcover, 


Love is nothing but a name; 


Tis not beauty warms the Lover, 


When he tells her of his flame : 


But ſhe keeps a greater treaſure, 


Bills and bonds inflame his heart; 


Charms that flow with tides of pleaſure, 1 


More obey d than * dart. 


In 


Falſe ] 


Fal 
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Falſe Amintor lea ve difſ-mbling, 


Tell her plainly you are poor g 


Hence are all your ſighs and tremblings, 


When you talk of your amour ; 


Tho you ſigh and tho" you anguiſh, 


Till ſhe gives her ſelf away, 


| Then you ſoon 4 et your anguiſh, | 


And Belinda mu obe y. 


— — 


— — N a 


An Amorous dire; 20 the clot Corinna. 


by i: HEE 


an, 


will 


TR 


— 12 1 AN 8 
1 Ib g- If 11 EI 3 = ti 
* f F ——— 3 


E Ez TEES 8 77 8 8 ZE 


ps, 
E—_ - 


= 


hopes, 


212 Pills to Purge Melanchoh, 


Orinng tis you that I love, 


And love with a paſſion, ( a paſſion) ſo 


That death a leſs torment would prove, 
Tban either your frown or your hate: 
So ſoft and prevailing your charms, 

In vain I ſhould ftrive to retreat; 
Oh! then let me live in your arms, 
Dr dye in deſpair at your feet. 


In vain I may pray to Loves powers, 

Io eaſe me and pity my pain; 
Since the heart that I ſue for is yours, 
Who all other powers diſdain ; - 
Like a Goddeſi you abſolute reign, 
Jou alone tis can ſave or can kill; 
To whom elſe then ſhould I comp'ain, 


Since my fate muſt depend on your Will. 


2 
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The coy Laſs dreſsd up in her beſt Commode 
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0 not WO my Top-knot, 
20 I! n not be kiſt to day; 
u not be hal'd and pull'd about, 
Thus on a holy day? 
1 Thenif your rudenc is you don't leave, 
No more is tobe faidj 
Ie this long pin upon my fleeye, 
85 Til run up to the head; 
And if you rumple my head Gear, 


and Pl give you a good flurt on th ear. 
|| Come upon a worky day, | 

+ | When I have my old cloaths on 5 

5 I ſhall not be ſo nice nor coy, 


Nor ftand ſo much upon: 

Then hawl and pull, and do your beſt, 

Yet I hall gentle be; 

Kiſs hand, and mouth, and feel my breaſt, 
And tickle to m knee: 

I wen't be put out of my rode, 

Lou ſhall not rumple wy Commode, 
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A Scotch Song, 
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Ye Fo:tey never prattle more ſo like a Loon, 
No Rebele'r [hail gar my heart to Love; 
Saw, was 2 Loyal Scat thy dvad and gon, 
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And Jenny in her Daddy's way with inickl- jy ſha'l move 
Laugh at the Art apoſtles ard the canting (warms, | King, | 
ST Ard fight wich bonne Lads th t love their munarchy and 
Then Fenn trefh and blith ſhall rake thee in her arms, 
| And give thee Twenty kifics and perhaps a better thing. 
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A New Song IE the Flare 


Are the pangs of f. rce Defice, 


The doubts and hopes that wait on Love; 8 


Aud feed by turn's the raging fire, 


How charming muſt fruicion prove: 


| When the triumphant Lover feels, 


None of thoſe pains which once he bee; 


Or when reflect ing on hs ills, 


He makes his p'caſure, pleaſure more, 


| He makes his plcaluce, pleaſure more. — 
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by Mr. Dryden. 


A Song in the Dramatick Opera of K. Arthur Writ 


Alreſt Iſle, all Ifles excelling, 
_ Seat of pleaſures, and of Love: 
Venus here, will chu'- her dwellng, 
And forlake her Cyprian Grove, 


_._ Cupid from his fav'rite Nation, 

__ _Careand Envy will remove; 
Jealou y that pr yſon+ p-fhon. 

And Deipair that dies tor Love. 


Gentle | 
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Gentle murmure ſweet complaining, 
Sighs that blow the fire of Love; 

Soft Repulſes, kind Diſdaining, 

- Shall be all the Pains you prove. 


ten 
Every ſwain ſhall pay his duty, 

Al Grateful every nymph ſhall prore; 
| And as theſe excel in beavty, 
I Thoſe ſhall be renown'd for Love. 


er Cuckolds make themiclves.) Sung by Mrs. 


* Butler. 


Z | 4 SONG in the Comedy calÞd the (Wifes Excuſe 
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Fang this whining way of wooing, 


Loving was deſign'd a ſport ; 
Sighing, talking without doing, 


Makes a filly Idol court: | 
Don't beleive that words can move her, 


If ſke be not well inclin d? 
She her (elf muſt be the Lover, 
To perſwade her to be kind: - 


If at laſt ſhe grants the favour, 80 


And conſents to be undone; 
Never think your paſſion gave her, 
To your wiſhes but her own, 
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4 Song in the Opera call d the Faiery Queen, 
Sung by Mr. Pate. ; 
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2 the ſummer ſprightly, gay, 


Smiling, wanton, freſh and fair: 
Adorn'd with all the flowers of May, 
Whoſe various ſweets perfume the Air. 


| Adorn'd with all the flow'rs of May, 
LL Whoſe various ſweets perfume the Airc 
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A SONG Sung by Mrs. Ayliff in the Play calb! 
(Love Tryumphant : or, Nature will Prevail. | 
Sett by Mr. Henry Purcell. * 


— 
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= Ow happy's the huſband, how happy's the huſband, 
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Secure of what's left, ſecure of what's left, he ne'r miſſes 


But where there's enough, enough, enough, but where 


8 


And in ſpitght of the curſe he reſolves, he reſolves to he 


| Whoſe Spouſe has been known to be fruitful before ; 
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Whoſe wife has been try'd, has been try'd, 
Not damn'd to the bed, not damn d to the bed of an igno- 
| OO ( rant bride g 


(the reft, 
(there's enough, ſuppoſes a feaſt : 


80 foreknowing the cheat, 
He eſcapes the dectit; 


„ (bleſt. 

And in ſpight of the curſe he reſolves, he reſolves to be 
„ WY ___ ( bleff, 

He reſolves to be bleſt, he teſolves, he reſolves to be bleſt, | 


If children are bleſſings, his comfort's the more, 


And the Boy that ſhe brings ready made to his hand, 
May ſtand him in ftead for an heir to his land; 
Shou'd his own prove a ſot, 
ES When tis lawfully got; 
As when e' re it is ſo, If it don't I'll be hang'd. 
L 2 4 
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4 New Song to the Tune of the old Batchellan. 
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Fever you mean to be kind, | | I 
To me the favour, the favour allow; 11 1 

For fear that ro morrow ſhou'd alter my mind, 
Oh! let me now. now, now. Ti 


If in hand then a Guinny you'l give, 
And ſwear by this kind embrace; 
That another to morrow as you hope to live, 
Oh! then 1 will ſtreight unlace ; 
For why ſhou'd we two diſagree, 
- Since we have, we haye opportunity. 4 
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A Song Seit to "_ by Mr. Will. Richardſon. 
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know her falſe, I know her baſe, 
I know that Gold alone can move; 
I know ſhe Jilts me to my face, 


And yet good Gods, and yet good Gods I know I love, 


| I ſee too plain and yet am blind, 


Wou'd think her true while ſhe forſooth; 
To me and to my Rivals kind, 


Courts him, courts me, courts him, courts. won and 2 
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- SONG in the Comedy call'd (Sir Anthony 
Love: or, the ** Lady,) Sat * Mr. 


* Purcell. 
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1 1 Clemene, you beftow, 


The promis d empire of your heart; 


ou refuſe to let me know, 


The wealthy Charms of every part. 


My paſſion with your kindneſs grew 
Tho beauty gave the firſt defire: 
Zut beauty only to purſue, 


I following a wandring fire, 
following a wandring fire. 


As Hills, in perſpective, ſuppreſs, 


The free enquiry of the light ; 


Reftraint makes every pleaſure leſs, 
And takes from Love the full delight. 


Faint Kiſſes may in part ſupply, 


Thoſe eager Longings of my ſoul; 
But oh! I'm loft, if you deny, 
| A quick poſſeſſion of the whole. 
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4 Mock Song to ( Il Loves a ſweet Paſſion) 
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E Wine be a Cordial why does it torment, 

* If a Poyſon oh tell me whence comes my content ? 
Since I drink it with pleaſure, why ſhould i complain; 
Or repent ev'ry morn when I know tis in vain ? 

| Yet ſo charming the glaſs is, ſo deep is the quart, 
That at once it both drowns and enlivens my heart. 


I take it off briſkly and when it is down, 

Dy. my jolly complex:on I make my joy known ; 

But oh! how I'm bleſt when ſo ſtrong it does prove, 
By its ſoveraign heat to expel that of Loys: 
When in quenching the old, I create a new flame, 
And am xrapt with ſuch pleaſurezas yet want a rame; 


ps . 2 8 
„ 8 — —— 


8 


— 


STE! | 


"OY, TH IS Rs 
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4 SONG m the (Fairy Queen.) Sung by Drs, 
5 


5 


I am come to lock all faſt, 

4 Love without me cannot laſt ;. 

Love, like counſels of the Wiſe, 

Muft be hid from vulgar Eyes; = 

Tis holy, tis holy, and we muſt, we muſt conceai it, 
They prophane it, they prophanc it, who raveal it,, 
They prophane ir, they prophane it, Who reveal ite. 
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| The Loyal Subject WISH. Mrs. Anne Mor- 


She's vertuous and witty, 
All charmingly Pritty, 
Let Mary live long, 
And reign many years: 


wou d the cloud was gon o'er, 


That troubles us ſore : 
When the ſunſhine appears, 
We ſhall be deliver'd, | 


From fury and fears. 


Heavens ſend the King home, 


With Laurels to crown him, 
Each rebel may own him: 
And may he live long, 

And reign many years 
When the conqueſt is plain, 
And three kingdoms regain'd 3 

Let his enemies fall, | 


Then Cæſar ſhall flouriſh, 


Then Cæſar ſhall flouriſh, 
In ſpight of them all. 


_, Allgloricus and _ --- 


Let the King live for ever: 


May he languiſh never, never: 
Like flowers in May, 


His actions ſmell ſweet 3 


ben the wars are all done, 


And he ſafe in his Throne; 
Trophies lay at his feet, 


Wich loud Acclamations, 
With loud Acclamations, 


His Majeſty greet. 


@ 2 
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| kt u lire long, 


229 


The 
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— Gent. 


7 


renne 


e 25 
= —+ —— — 


— — — 


—— U—A— — ſ—— — — — — 


Frxivda com plaineth that Strephon 18 dul, 
And that nothing diverting proceeds from his ſkull; 
But when once Lerinda vouch- ſafes to be kind, 

To her long admirer ſhe'l| ther, quick!) fia 

Such ſtrange alteration as will her couruce, _ 

Tha: Strepbon's tranſported, that Srreptor's tranſported, 
That Serephon's tranſported, and grown more accute. 


The Shepheardeſ; Lerinda's — by Walter | 


call 


alin 


it 


Sil 


I 


| 


QBl1l1 


li 


5 25 1 
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Song Sett to Muſick by Mr. Graves. 


2 — 8s 


5 MC 83 


ESSE 


ESE 


_ Pills to Huge Melanchoh. 


Y dear Corinna give me leave, 1 
To gaze, to gaze on her I love; . 

The Gods cou'd never, never yet conceive, 1 $0 
Her worth, tho* from above: | = 

There's none on earth can equalize, l 9 

Fo ſweet, ſo ſweet a Soul as ſhe 3) 

Who ever, who ever gains ſo great a priſe. 

5 Has all, has all that Heav'n can be. 


Curſe on my fate, who placd me here, 9 
In a Sphere, a Sphere, ſo much below: Tha! 
My Love, my Life my all that's dear; | . 
And yet She muft not know: 15 
The torment for her I ſuſtain, 2 
Shall ill, ſhall ill rewarded be 9 
When loving, when loving, and not Lov'd 3gain, 9 
Do $ 3 do 8 prove, a Hell to me," 


4 
2 


The 
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The Royal Example. Mr. Henry Purcell, 


111 


| \ A her bleſt Example chace, | 
| Vice in troops out of the land 
lying from her awful face, | 
Like trembling Ghofts when days at hand 
| May her Hero bring us peace, . 
Won with honour.in the field; 
I And our home bred fact ions ceaſe, 
'bt He ſtill our Sword, and She our Sheild. 
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4 Song the words and Tune by Mr. Witt Green, 


8 — 


I Ever Geh but think of - _ 5 

5 More, and more, and more of . : 
Io poll-\s the mighty bleſſing, 5 | 
While they enjoy it they are true: | 
_ They'l hug, they'l cling and heave up too, 

But liberty when once regain'd, 
The favours to another feign d. 


I a 


CR) 14 


Why ſhou'd we then the ſex admire, + 
For twas never their deſire ET A 
To maintain a conftant Fire, | 

EH oagling wheedling you't beleive : r 

They hourly ſtudy to deceive, £ | | 

But we will find out better ways, | re os 9 
In Muſick Singing ſpend our days. 
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| The Royal Triumph of Britain's Maarch. © 
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558 


Ew Pirami# s raiſe, | 
Bring the Poplar and Bayes, 
To Crown our Triumphant —— 1 3 
The French too ſhall run, 
As the Iriſh have done, | 1 
Like the Per ſſans, the Perſians; 2 
Like the Perſians, the Pexrſians, | = 
Like the Perſians before — 


Had the Rubicon been, — 
Such a ſtream as the Boy, — 
Not Cajur, not Cæſar, himfelf had gon on; Þ 2 
Eng Wiltum exceeds, great cæſar in ends, 
More than he did, more than he did, | 
More than he did, great * before, 


* 


Though born in a ſtate, 
Tore told was his fate, 
That he ſhould be a monarch ador'd ; 
One Globe was too (mall, | 
To contain ſuch a ſoul, ES 
New worlds muſt ſubmit to his ſaord, panes 


— 
80 great and benign, 12 
Is our Sov'rain Queen, | 
Made to ſhare his Empire and del; | 


May ſhe ftill fill his arms, 8 
With her Lovely ſoft Charms, 1 
And a race of King Wikian's ſucceed, 2 
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F | - the Play called, the Tragedy of Clecmenes, 
yr Heroe, Sung by Mrs. Butler, Sett by 
Alx. H. Purcell. 


— 
— 
— 
— 
— 


„ 1 ö WM = 


NI[o no, poor ſuffering heart, no change endeavour; 
Chuſe to ſuſtain the ſmart rather than leave her; 
My taviſh'd Eyes behold ſuch charms about her, 
I candye with her but not live without her. 
One tender ſigh of her to ſee me languiſh, | 
Will more than pay the price of my paſt anguiſh ; 
Be ware, oh cruel fair how you ſmile on me, 
*Twasa kind look of yours thet has undone me. 


Love has in ftore for me one happy minute, 
And ſhe will end my pain who did begin it; 
Then no day void of Bliſs and pleaſures leaving, 
Ages ſhall ſlide away without perceiving: 
Cupid ſhall guard the door, the more to pleaſe us, 


Time and Death ſhall depart, and ſay in flying; 
Love has found out a way to live by dying. 


= 


And 2cp out Time and Death when they wou'd ſeaze us; | 


Tk 
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f Je Loyal Delights of a contented Mind. The Words 
| by Mr. Mumtord, Sett by Ar. H. Purcell. 


3 


— 


— ” "i ' 
388 
1 | 


— 
— 


11 
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6 happy's he, who from Buſineſs free: 
Can enjoy his Miſtreſs, Bottle and his Friend ; 
Not confin'd to State, nor the pride of Great 
Only on himſelf, not others doth Depend : * 


Tf the World goes well a Bumper crowns his joys, 
If it be not ſo, then he takes eff two; 


When his noddle reels, he to Celia freals; 
And by Pleaſures unconfin'd, runs o're the night; 
In the Morning wakes, a pleaſing farewel takes; 
Ready for freſh tipling, and for new delight : 
When his Table's full, oh then he hugs his Soul; 


When the Cloth's remov'd, then by af approv'd, 
Comes the full grace cup, Queen Ama's good ſiccehs, 


Change can never vex him, Faction ne er perplex him; 


Till ſucceeding Glaſſes, Thinking doth de ſtroy. „„ 


And drinking all their healths, a welcome doth expreſs: 


| 
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On 4 « Lat Drinking the Waters, The words by Sir, 
"_— Echerige, Sets * Ar. 2 Hart. 


Hillis lay afide your Thinking, 
Youth and Beauty ſhou'd be Gay, 
| Laugh and talk and mind your Drini:! ing; 
_ | Whilſt we paſs the Time away, 
| Laugh and Talk and mind your Dr: ak, ug 
Whilſt we pais the Time away. 


els: | They ought enly to be . 
Who dare not their Grief declare, 

ccels, | Teſt their ſtory be offenſivc, 

Bat Riil languiſh in deſpair, 

Leſt cheir, . 


vet what more torments Yo! ar Lovers, 
They ace Jealous they Obev, 
One whoſe Reſtleſs mind diſcovers, 


She's no leſs a Slave then They, 
One whoſe, Oc. 


242 Pills to Purge Melanchohs. 
The Lſciavious Lover and the coy Laſs. 


Iſh fy you'r rude Sir, 
I never ſaw ſuch idle fooling; 
| Your grown io lewd Sir, 4 
So debauch'd 1 hate your ways; 
Leave what are you doing, 
I ſee you ſeek my ruin, 
I'll ccy out pray make no delay, 
But take your hand away; 
Ah! good Sir, pray Sir, don't you do ſo, 
Never was I thus adus so, 
By any man but you 2«n;, 


Therefore Sir pray be cn. Av | 


in Qi call 


——_. = 


| But 


For 


Av | 
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Advice to 4 Miſer. Sett by Mr James Graves. 


2 


Etire old Miſer, and learn to be wir, ; 
In looking or'e books nere Spend all thy tim; 


nt rather be thinking, of roaring and drinking, 


For by thoſe to promotion thou'c ſpeedly clio. 


| Then prithee be Jolly, deſert this thy folly, 


Make welcome thy friends and ne're repine 3 
for when thou art hurl'd, into the next world, 


| Thy Heir Ile engage it In ſplendor will ſhine. 
| When thy breath is juſt vaniſh'd, his care wil! be baniſt.t, 


And ſcarce will he follow thy Corps to the grave; 
Then be cautious and wary, for nought but Canary, 


| He's a Fool that for others himſelf do's enſlave. 


M2 4 


24.4 Pilk to Purge Melanchoh. 


4A SONG in the Comedy calbd (The Wifes Ex: | 
cuſe: or, Cuckolds make themſelves.) Sung | 
2 — Mountford. Sert by Mr. Henry Pug. | 


1117517 


55 The conſcious Play-houſe, Parks and court, 
Have ſeen my ſufferings made your Port, | 
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due cruel Amorer, how long, how long, 

In dillet-doux, and humble Song z 
Shall poor Alexis, ſhall poor Ajex/s, poor Alexis »00 7” 

If neither writing, Sighing, Sighing, Dying, 

Reduce you to a ſoft complying : 

5 oh, oh, oh, oh, when willi you come too. 5 


Fall thirteen Moons are now vaſt 0're, 
Since fir ſt thoſe Stars I did adore, | | 
That ſer my heart on fire: . 4 

Yet I am ne er the nigher- 


& faithful Lover Shou'd deſerve, 


Abetter face, than thus to ſtarve: 


In fight of ſucha feaſt: 

But oh / if you'll not think 3 fit, 

Your hungry ſlave ſhou'd taſt one bit * 
Give ſome kind looks at leaſt. 
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The * Lowers Requeſt 


Fa 


A Uch command o're my Fate has your love or your hate, 
That nothing can make me more wretched or great z | 
Wifſt expiring | lie, to hve or to die, MY 

Thus doubt ful the ſentence of ſuch rely: | 

Your tongue bids me go, tho' your eyes ſay not fo, 

But much kinder words from their Language do flow, 


Then leave me nct here thus between hope and fear, 
Tho' your Love cannot come let your pity — 
But this my requeſt, you muſt grant me at leaſt, 

vnd more I'll not aſk but to you leave the reſt; 
I my fate I muft meet, let it be at your feet 
Death there with more vy, than elſe· where I uou d * 


Pr: 1 


227 1 5 
* — 175 EY + EE tz | 


— —— —— — — 


rn 


CENT on 


SITS JITTW SEEMS 


— » _— 


— 
* 


greg by Mr. Hudſon. 
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4 SON G in the Play calbd (Rule a Wife and 


have a Wife.) Set by Mr. Henry Purcell. 


Alls to Purge Melancholy. 


Here s not 2 fwain on m the plain, 
Wou'd be bleft like me, (\mile; 


Oh! ceu'd you but, cou'd you but, cou'd you but, on me 


But you at >rar (0 ſevere, 
That tre109liug with fear, 


My heart goes pit a pat, pit a pat, pit a pat, all the whit 


If I cry miſt I die, you make no reply, 

But look ſhy and wth a ſcornful eye, 

Kill me by your cruclty; 

Oh! can you be, can you be, can you be, can you be, can 

you be, can you be, can you be, Can you,can you,can you be 
too hard to me. 


— — 


5 * . 
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| 480 NG Sat by Mer. Barincloe) | 
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a fooliſh miſtake, _ 
That riches can ſpeak, 
Or er for good Rhetoric paſs 3 
To a fool 1 confeſs, 
Your Gold may addreſs, ER 
Or elſe where the maſter's an aſs: 
Toa woman of ſenſe, 
ITis a ſordid pretence, 

That a golden Effigies can move e ber 3 
No face on the coin, 
2s half ſo divine, | 
As that of a faithful young Lover, 


2 But men when they love, 
[Their paſhon to prove, 


From the Court to the dull Country n novice Y 


Io the fair they'r ſo kind, 
 Firft to fathom their mind, | 
| Next ſearch the prerogative office : 
No imprimis I give, 
Then the fair one they leave, 


Notwi: bftanding their ſtrong proteſiations . 


Tin the Lady diſcover, 
No fortune no lover, 


Then draus off her fond inclination. = 


_—_T REES 


c 


88111 - 


— 


„„ 
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| 4 RIDDLE. 


252 Pills. fo Purge Melonchoh: 


F Here is a thing which in the light, 
II Is ſeldome us'&but in the night; 

It ſerves the maiden female crew, 
The Ladies and the good wives too: 
They us'd to take it in their hand, 

And then it will uprightly ſtand; 
And to a hole they it apply, 
| Where by its good will it cou'd die: 
It waſts, goes out, and ftill within, 
Ix leaves its. moiſture thick and thin. 


* — — — 


— — — | — - | | 4 


S yy ohi1i1 


mY ER 


7298111 


_—_ ſo long you try me, 
1 Sti 


0 I follow ſtill you fly me 3 
Win the race be never done, 


Will it de ever but begun: 


Coud 1 quit my love for you, 2545 


I de ne er love more what e er T do; 


When I ſpeak truth you think 1 lie, . 


| You think me falſe but ſay not why. 


4 N —— 


| 4 SONG inthePlay call d (Lancaſhire Wirches.) | 


Sung by Mrs. — and Sett by Mr. John 
__— EE 


12 ting beauty leave my breaſt, 
In ſpight of Cloe 1'l] have reſt; 
In vain is all her Syren art, 
Still longer to hold my troubled heart: 
For I'm refolv'd to break the chain, 
And o'r her charms the conqueſt gain, 
And o're her chams the conqueſt gain. 


Infulting beauty I have horn, | 
Too long your female pride and ſcorn g 
Too lung have been your publick jeſt, 
Your common Theme at ev'ry feat C 
Let others thee vain Fair purſue, 
Whilft 1 for ever bid adieu, 

Wzhilſt [for ever bid adieu. 


B 


S1NLT 
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The valiant Soldier's and Sailor's Loyal Sub- 
| jets Health, to the Queen, Prince and Noble 


Nos now the 3 health, 


And let the haut-boys play; 3 
Whilft the troops on their march ſhall, bare n, 
uZZA > 


Now, now the Queens health, 


And let the hautboys play; 
Wai'e the Drums and the Trumpets, 
ound from the ſhore, huzza, huzzay huzza, 


Now now the Princes health, 
- And let the hautboys play, | 
Whil& the :rc ou on their march, that buzz2, huzza, 
| _ ( hvzza; 


Now 
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now thePrince's health 
* let the haut - boys play z e 
Whilſt the Drums and the Trumpets, . 
Sound from the ſhore huzza, huzza, buzz. 1 


Now the brave Eugene's health, | od 
Who ſhews the French — play 3 * 
Aud does march over rocks, let's huzza, huzza, kuzzj 
Nou the brave Eugene's health; ' Ne 
And let the haut-boys play, [ 

Whilſt the Drums and the Trumpets, 1 
Sounds as they march, huzza, — huzza, Ne 

| 
WI 
0 


Now, now the — 5 health 

Brave Marlboroug 

Wdbilſt the — * roar, let's buzza, hzza, wur, ; ; 
Now, now the Dukes health, 4 


And let the haut-boys play; 1 
pets, Th 


. While the Drums and the trum 
Sound from the ſhore, huzza, huzza, huzza. 


Now brave Ormond's Health boys, 
Whilſt Colours do diſplay, — 
And the Britains in fight, ſhall bau, buzza, huzza ">: 
Nos brave Ormond's Health boys, 5 
| Whilſt Colours do diſplay; 
And the Drums and the Trumpets, 
Sound iro the thore, buzza, büzza, buzza. 


Now Sir Cloudſly . nealth boys, 
And Frumpets lound each 3 


'Whiltt che Tais with cheir Caps ſhall huzza, but, 


Sg F 
>> 


4 huzza | — 
Now Sir Cloudſly's health boys, 5 
And Trumpets found each day: 9 
Whilſt the hundert ing Cannon, 
Loudly do roar, huzza, HuZZA, huzza, | 
E;ave 9 
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Brave Peterborough's health boys, 


1 Who boldly makes his way, 


While the French run let us huzza, buzza, buzza 5 


Brave Peter borougb's health boys, 


And let the hautboys play, 
While the Drums and the trumpets : 
Sound as they march, huzza, huzza, Buzz. 


ws, now brave Leat's health, 
Who is failed away? 


- Forto find the French fleet, let” $ huzza, huzza, mz: 
Now, now brave Leat's health, 


Who'll ew the French fair play, 


| While the Drums and the Trumpets: 


az 


The Beau's Ballad — ned by; the / 6 ys of 4 


uz, 
Iuzza | 


cave 


= Het Ss 


— 


Sounds from on Board, . . huzzz. | 


ꝙ— 


Wane Marble Side. Table. 


2112 
EE 3 E 


258 U u Binge Jlenchoh, 


Pox on the Fool, 
| Who could be o Jun, 
To contrive ſuch a Table for Slaſſes: : 


Which at the firſt ſight, 


"The Gueſts muſt affright, = 
More by half than their Liquor re joyees. : 


"Tis fo like a Tomb, 
That whoever does come, | 
Can't look on't without thus reflcing 3 ; 
Heaven knows how ſoon, 

We muſt lye under one, 


And ſuch thought muſt needs be perplexing 


Then away with that Stone, 

Break it! throw it down | 

To ſome Church or other, cle ling t t in: 
Tis fitter by far, | 
To have a place there, 


Than ſtand here to ſpoil mirth and good tinking 


| There death let ie ſhow, 

To thoſe who wi'! go, 
And Monuments there gaze "and ſtare at; 3 
We come here to live, 

And fad thoughts away drive, 
Wich good ftore of immortal Claret. 


Tho' the glaſſes ſtand there, 
| They ſnant do ſo here, | 
Iis the only kind leſſon that teaches 3 
Whilft it ſeems to ſay, ; 
Life's ſhort, Drink away, 

No time o re your liquor to Preach | is. 


Then fil up the glaſs, 

About let it paſs, 
Tbo the Marble of death does remind us D 
The Wine ſhall neer die, 

Tho* you muft, and I, 
Well not leave a drop of t behind us. 


ITT 


— 
5 — 
— 
ZE 
4 


Ga | | 


„. Lo 


it 


Pills to Purge Melanchoh. 


M* Dear and only love take heed, 
5 How thou thy ſelf expoſe; | 
And let not longing Lovers feed, 
Upon ſuck looks as thoſe ; 
Il Miib'c Wall rnee round about, 
An Bild without a door; 
"But it my love doth once break out, 
I'll never love thee more. 


if thou haſt love that thou refine. 

And though thou ſeeſt me not; 
Yet parallel that heart of thine, 
__  $Shall never de forgot: 

lut if unconſtancy admit, 
A ſtranger to bear ſway; 

Ny treaſure that proves counterfeit, 
And he may gain the day. 


1 
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Lock my ſelf within a Cell, 


And wander under ground; 


For there is no ſuch faith in her, 


As there is to be found : 


F curſe the day that e're thy face, 


My (ul did fo betrays 
And ſo for eyer, evermore, 
Tn ſing O well-a-day 


Like Alex under 1 will prove, 


For I Will reign alone; 
I' have no partners in my love, 
Nor rivals in my throne ; 
I'll do by thee as Nero did, 


When Rome was ſet on fire; 


Not only all relief forbid, 
But to the hills retire, 5 
I'll fold my arms like enſigns up, 
Thy falſhood to deplore 3 


And after ſuch a bitter Cup. 


Tu never love thee more. 


Yet for the love I bare thee once; 
And left that love ſhould die; 


py A marble Tomb of ſtone I'll write, 


The truth to teſtifie; 

That all the pilgrims paſſing by, 
May ſee and ſo implore 3 

And ftay and read the reaſon why, 
Ie never love thee more. 


— : ; 


, 
; 


_ 
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Nderneath the Caftle Wall, the Queen of 
L Love ſat mourning, 
Tearing of her golden Locks, her red Roſe, 
Checks adorning; 
With her Lilly white hand ſhe ſmote her 
| Ereafts, 
And ſaid ſhe was forſaken, 
_ Vita that the Mountzins they did skip. 
1 e Hills fell al! a quaking. 


Underneath the rotten hedge, the Tinkers 
| Wite fat ſiting, 
Tearing of a Cabbage leaf, her ſhitren A— 
| A wipings 
With her cole black hands he Ccratcht her 
4, 
And ſwore ſhe was beſhitt-n. 
Wich that the Pedlars all did skip, . 
ad the Fidlcrs fell a ſpitting. The 


4 


1 


ndon. 
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Part of the Traders Maddy: or, The Cry . 


An 


Cos buy my Gen and Flowers fas. 
| Your Houles to adorn ; 
I'll grind your knives, to plea e your wives, 
And bravely cut your corns: 
Ripe Straw-beries here I have to Sen, 
With Taffity Tarts and Pyes; 
I've Brooms to ſell will pieaſe you wel, 
D you l believe Jour eyes. 


| And Shrewſbury-Cakes, with Wardens bak'd, 
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Here's Salop n from foreign parts, 
With dainty Pudding-Pyes z 


1 ſcorn to tell you hes : 


' With Laces long and ribbands broad, 


! 


The beſt that e er you ſee; 
If you do lack an Almanack, 
— buy it now of me. 


The Tinker's come to ſtop your holes, 
And ſaud er all your Cracks; 


What e er you think here's dainty Ink, 


And choice of Sealing Wax: 

Come maids bring out your Kitchin-ftuff, 
Old Rags, or Womens hair; 

Tu ſell you Pins for Coney-ſkins, 


Come buy my Earthen ware. 


| Here's Lemmons of the bigeft ſize, 
With Eggs and butter too; 
' Brave news they lay is come to day, 
If Fones's News be true: 
Here's Spiggots and fine Wooden-wares, 
With Foſſets to put in; | 
hk Bottom all your broken C bairs, 
Then pray let me begin. 
n Rabbit fat and plump I have, 
Young Maiden's love the ſame ; 
Come Buy a Bird, I'm at a word, 
Or Pullet of the game: 
ell the beſt ſpice Ginger · bread, 
You ever did Eat before; 
While Madam Xing, her Dumplings, 
| te cry's from Loor to Door. 


. buy a 8 or Buckle ts. 


Jere's 


tor Girdle of your laſs; 
Ny Oyſters too, are very new, 
| | Wh Trumpet founding glaſs ; 
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Your Lanthorn-horns T'll make them ſhine, 


And mend them very well; 


There's no Jack-line ſo good as mine, 


As Thave here to ſell, 


Come buy my Hony and my y Book, 


For Cuckolds to peruſe ; | 


Your Turnip man is come again, 


To tell his Dames ſome neus: 


Tire Plums and Damſons very fine, 


With very good mellow Pears 3 
Come buy a charming Diſh of Fil, 
And give it to your Heirs. 


Come buy my Figs, before they're gone, ä 
Here's Cuſtards of the beſt; 
And Muſtard too, that's very new, 
Tho” you may think 1 _ 
My Holland. ſocks are very ſtrong, 
Here's Eels do ſkip and play; 
My hot grey- peaſe buy if you pleaſe, 
For I come no more to day. 


ola ſuits or © cloaks or campain wigs, 


With rufry Guns or Swords; 

When Whores or Pimps do Buy my Shrimps, 
I never take their words ; 

| Your Chimney clean my Boy ſhall Gyeep, 
While I do him command 

Card matches cheap, by lum b or heap, 
The beſt i in all the land, 


Come taſt and buy my brandy wins, 
*Fis newly come from France; 

This powder now is geod 1 vow. 
W hich have get by chance : 

New Macker' | the beit 1 have, 
Of an» in the Towa ; 

Hei.'s Cloth to fell wWill pleaſe you weil, 
As me as any Down, 


Wor: 
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work for the Cooper, Maids give ear, 
I' hoop your Tubs and Pails; 

And if your fight it is not right, 
Here's that as never fails: ” 
Milk that is new come from the Cow, 
With Flounders freſh and fait; 
| Here's Elder buds to purge your bloods, 
| And Onions keen and rare. 


' Snall-coal young maids I've brought you here, 
Ihe beſt that &eryou us'd ; 
Here's Cherries round and very ſcund, 
lf they are not abus'd : 

Here's Pippings lately come from Nent, 

Pray taft and then you'l buy; 
But mind my Song and then e'te long, 

You'l ling it as well as !, 


The Lowers C HAR M. 


Work 


EY 
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-Ell me, tell me anc fair, 
Why ſo cruel and ſevere ; - 

. Is: not you, ab you alone, 
Is'c not you, ah! you alone, 


Secures my wandring heart your own : 


Change, which once the moſt did pleaſe, 
Now wants the pon er to g've me eaſe; 
You've fixt me as the Center ſure, 
And you who kill alone can cure, 

Aud you who kill alone can cure. 


It refuſing wbat was granted, 

Be to raiſe my paſſion hi Sher; | 
Nymph believe mg | ne'er wanted, 
Art for to inflame deſire: 

Calm my thoughts ſcrene my mind, 
Still increating was my ji 

Tin Lavinia ptov'd une in 5 
Nothing could my peace : elt troy. 
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| 4 SONG # the Comedy call (The Maids laſt. 
| | prayer: Or, any — then 2 
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Ho you make no o return to my paiſon, 
Still, ſtill I preſume to adore; | ei] 
Th in love but an odd reputation, . 
Wben faintly repuls'd to give o'er : 
When you talk of your duty, 
I gaze at your beauty 
Nor mind the dull maxim at all, 
Let it reign in Cbeanſide, 
With the Citizen 5 Bride : - | 
It willne'er be receiv'd, it will ne'er, ne er. ic win ne er 
be receiv'd at ¶ bite. ball, | 


Gaal 


QEaS| 1. 


What Apocryphal tales are you told, 
By one, One who would make you believe ; 
That becauſe of to have and to bold, 
I Youftill muſt be pin'd to his ſlee ve. 
'*Twere apparent high treaſon, 
Gainſt love and gainſt reaſon, 
Shou'd one ſuch a treaſure engroſs, Y 
He who knows not the joys, 5 3 
That attend ſuch a choice, | [ 
Shou'd reſigu to another that does. | 9 


S N 
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| 4 SONG Sung by Mrs. Hudſon, in the Play | 
calld (Love Tryumphant : or Nature will Pre: 
vail.) Sete 7 Mr. John Eccles. 
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- 3 : TR 
Hat ſtate of life can be ſo bleſt, 
. As Love that warms a lovers breaſt; 
Two ſouls in one the ſame defire, 
Io grant the bliſs and to require: 
But if in heaven a hell we find, 
is all from thee oh! Jealouſy, NCT 
Oh ' oh ! oh! oh! oh! Jealouſy, thou tyrant, tyrant Jex- 
| louſy thou tyrant Jealouiy,oh ! oh! oh oh ! oh! Jealouſy, 
oh! oh! oh! Jealouſy, thou tyraat of the mind, 


An other ills tho” ſharp they prove, 9 
Serve do refine and ſwecten love; 
| In abſence or unkind diitain, | | 
| Sweet hope reliev's the Lovers pain: 


-- wil 


2 
8 
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But oh ! no cure but death we find, | 
To ſet us free from Jralouſy, | | 


oh ! 6h! ch oh! oh ! Te, 


Falſe in thy glaſs all ob) cts are, | 
Some ſet too rear and ſome too far | | 
Thou art the fice of endleſs night, 
Ihe fire that burrs and gives no light: | 
Ah torments of the dainn'd we find, 
In ory thee oh! [-alouſy, 
Oh! oh! oh! oh! oh! G. Ik 
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5 The Cruel Fair requited, Written be J. R. Sett by 
ME s = 


Hen Wit and Beauty meet in one, 
That acts an am orous part; 

What Nymph its mighty pow'r can ſhun,, 

Ot ſcape a wounded heart: 
Thoſe Potent, wondrous Potent, Charms, 
Where ere they bl-{s a Swain; 
He needs not ſleep with empty Arms, 
He needs not ſlæep with empty Arms, 
Nor Dread ſevere diſdain. 


Aeris ſaw the Shepherds bleed, 
Regardleſs of their pain: 

Unmov'd ſhe hea rd their Oten Reed, 
They Dance and ſung in vain : 

At length Amintor did appear, 
That Miracle of Man; 

He pleas'd her Eye, and charm'd her Ear, 
He pleas'd her Eye s and charm'd her Ear, 

She Lov 'd and call d him PAN, 


But he as tho' de fign'd by Fate, 

Nerenger of the harms 

Which others ſiffer'd from her hate, 
Rifl'd and left her Charms: 

Then Nymphs no longer keep in pa in, 

A plain well meaning heart; 

Leaſt you ſhou'd poyn tor ſuch "disdain, 

Left you ſhou'd joyn for ſuch disdain, 
In poor Aſteria's (mart, 
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The unfortunate Lover, Sett by Mr. Willis. 
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poi 
S-FAES 
W ſhall 1 do T am undone; _ fs 
Y Where ſhall I fly my ſelf to ſhung 
ah! me my ſelf my ſelf muſt kill, 
and yet I dy againſt my wil, 
In ſtarry letters I behold, 
My death is in the heavens inrold ; 
There find I writ in skies above, 
That I, poor I, muſt dye for love. 
Tuns not my love deferv'd to dy, 
Oh no it was unworthy I; | 
| T for her love ſhould not have dy'd, 
| ut that I had no worth beſide, 
hh me! that love ſuch woe, procures, 
| for without her no life endures; 
tor her vertues did her ſerve, 
Doth luch a love a death deſerve. 
Ile 
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4 Seng, Sung at the Theatre Royal, in the Ply 
calÞd, Alphonſo King of Naples, Sett by Mr. Eagles. 88 


Coun. 


S i 


PW 


Scr 


tens Sylvia was kind, and love p'ay'd in ner Eyes, 
We thought it no Morning til „ia did rife 4. 
Of Sidi the hills and the Vallies all Ring, 
tor ſhe was the ſubj-& of every Song. | 


- But now, oh how little her glories do move, 


That us'd to inflame us with Raptures of love; 
Thy Rigour, oh Silvie will ſhorten thy Reign, 
And make our bright Goddeſs a Mortal agaia. 


Lore heightens our Joyes, he's the eaſe of our Cate, 
A ſpur to the Valiant, a Ccown to the fair; 
Oh ſeize his ſoft wings then before tis te late. 
Or Cruelty * will haſten thy fate. 


'Tis kind ue +, my Fylvit, eis k. adn- f alone, 
Will add to thy Lovers, and ſtrengtd. n thy Throne 3; 
In Love, as in Enpite, Tyrannica! ſwar, 

« Maxe Loyal. Subj as forget to Ovey. 
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The Shep heards Complaint, Fett by Mr. Wiallan . 
willame. 5 
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V Hat Love a crime Inhumane fair? 

| Repeal that raſh decree, 
As well may pious Anthems bear 
The name of Blaſphemy: 
Tis bleeding hearts and weeping Eyes, 
Uphold your Sexes pride; 
Nor cou'd you longer Tyrannize, 

My eters laid a tide. 2 
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| Then from your haughty Viſion make, 
And liften to my moan ; _ 
Tho' you refuſe me for my ſake, 
Let pity for your own: | 

| For know proud Sheperdeſs you owe, 

| The victim you deſpiſe, 3. „ 
More to the ſtrictneſs of my Vow, 
Then glories of your Eyes. 
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Song in the Opera, call'd the (Faiery Queen,) 
| Sung by Mrs. Butler, Set: by Mr. H. Purcell. 


. 
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: VV HenT have often iow young Maids complctatng. 
| That when Men promiſe moſt they moſt deceive; 
Then Ithought none of them worthy my gaining, 

And what they ſwore I would never believe: 
But when ſo humbly one made his addreſſes, 
With Looks ſo ſoft, and with Language fo kind; 

1 thought it Sin to refuſe his Careſſes, 
Nature o re came and I ſoon chang d my mind. 


Should he employ all his Arts in deceiving, 
Stretch his Invention and quite crack his Brain, 

1 had ſuch Charms, ſuch true Joys in believing, 

_ _Ple have the pl-aſure, let him have the pain: 

If he proves perj cd I ſhall nct be cheated, 
He may deceive himſelt but never me; 

"Tis what I look for, and ſhan't be defcated, 
tur Im as falle, and inconftant as he. 


is rs to . Town, with all his might 


: 8 King i 


a 
ive; on, with all their gallant Train a: The May'r 
——» === 1 4 
| nes ſs eee ee Rs; EE It 
King ſuch a thing, the like was never ſeen; 
8 — = 2 
4 | A Pair of Gloves, I ſay a pair of Gloves, made 


of 
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der, ſome do 4 8 gave hi m Gold,-That's a Je, 


then ſaid I, as ſoon as I HK it told ; | for why ſhould 
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they go give their Gold a—way, to him that 


has fo much of his on 3? 
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prince Euger's Health, A SONG Sett by Mr. 
4 John Barrett, the Words by Mr. D'Urfey. 
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yo. the elorious Sons of honour, 
That cach hour your fame advance ; 
Pray take notice in what manner, 
Lewis prizes it in France: 
In the Keſwick chacte remenber, 
He great William lawful Names 3 
But grown doating laſt September, 
| _ Loudly ſounds, loudly founds up another Fanes: 
Routs our trade too, 
And wou'd no doubt invade too; 
Could he turn the Oglio, 
Into Seine which our boys in Italy, 
All reſolve ſhall never be, 


Drink, drink, drink, drink, we then a flowing glaſs 
to Prince Eugene, 
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lie the Peaſant i in the Fable, 


As we read in times of old 
Rated from the Satyrs table, 
For his blowing hot and cold: 


| From his own and every nation, 


Monſieur ſhould be rated ſo ; 
Who on every vile occaſion, 

With all ſorts of winds can blow : 
Sign a peace too, 
And break it with as much eaſe * 

Take an Oath now and ſtraight deny't again ; : 
But that this and all that's paſt, 


May come home to him at laſt, 
| Prolper may the conquering Arms of b Eugene. 


| With Deſpotick Reſolution, 


He from Subjects Gold can tear; 


_ Praiſe be to our Claes 


We have no ſuch doings here ; 


_ Government in bleſt condition, 


When to juſt Law tis confin d; 


But tyrannick diſpoſition, 


Ne'r yet agreed with the Engliſh kind: 


Whilſt Carero, 


Combin'd with galick Nero; 


Arjou's crown then unjuſtly would maintain, 


And th'imperial claim Controul ; 
Chearing fil! each heart and ſoul, 


Let us lee the glaſs 80 round to Prince Eugene. 
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| A Haalth tothe Imperialift's: or, An Invective Ode 
on the Treacbery of the Elector of Bavaria; the | 


NN 


Words by Mr. D'Uifey. To a Tune of Mr. LG | xy 
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ED 
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* III is gon. 
— But daſely won, 
And treacherous Bavar i there, has buried his Renown ; 5 
That Strolling Prince, | 
Who few year's ſince. 


— Was cram' t with illi m's gold: | 
EA | Penſion loſt, 
t And hopes too croſt, (poſt; 


Of having mure from * fore to keep his * 
To aid in vain, 
| Uurping Sein, 
Himſclf co Fr vc has 14: 
_ tor tis plat, 
Tho plots were ven, 


That 
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That Ausburgh was th'intended project of his brain; 
The mem' ry of Naſſaw, 

Was valu'd not a ſtraw, | 

Had Monſieur reliey'd Landau: 

Let him go, 

A worthleſs foe, 

And whilft the Princes round reſolve his overthrow: 
A Jolly bottle bring, 5 
Great Baden's Praiſes ſing, 

And ad anna s valiant * 


Tavoly'd ; in — 
Thou odious Scandal to the noble M ximiiiian $ name. 
Who durſt debaſe, 
Imperial grace, ä 
And thus provoke the 25 
Honour ſlight, 
And royal Right, 
Expected daily by the Circles on their ſide to fight 3 
For Spain, ill Cauſe, 
And French K. ckſhaws, 
Turn baſcly cat in pan 
But go on, 
Forlorn, undone, 
And e're his yearly courſe, around has rod the ſun; 
Deſerted and diſgrac'd, 
Still routed too and chac'd, 
In chains thou mayſt groan thy laft : 
Or may Fate, 
To prove ber hate, --- - 
Thy falſnood to the miſery of war tra ſlate; 
And there ſo low appear, 
A Fuzee mayft thou bcœar, 
Like ſome poor Muſqueteer. 
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| 4 $0 NG. The Words and Tune by My. Edward 
| Keen. Sung by Mrs Willis, n the Pla 
} (Ine e He ireſs: of the Sallama e a 
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C= a's bright . all others trar ſcend, 
Like Loves Sprightly Goddeſs ſhe's ili ppant and 827 
Her rival admirers in crouds do attend, 
To her their devoirs and addreſſes to pay : 
Pert gaudy coxcombs the fair one adore, | 
Grave Dons of the Law and queer Prigs of the Gown, 
Cloſe Miſers who brood o'ce their treaſure in ſtore, 
Ard Heroes for ptundring of modern renown; 
But Men of p!under can ne'er get her under, 
And Miſers all wcmen deſpiſe, | 
She baulks the pert Fops in the midf of their VER 
And laughs at the Grave and Preciſe. | 


| Next h- O cared by a muſical crew, 
Shrill aging and fidling Beaus warbles o'th fate, 
Aud Poets whom poverty ftill will pucſue, 
Thbat's a juſt cauſe for rej ting their ſuit: 
Impudent Fluters the Nyinph does abhor, 
And Lovers with Fidle at neck {ke 0 'i(Qains 3 
For theſe thought to have her tor whiltling for, 
They courtiag with guts ſhew'd defect in their brains; 
And to the pretender to make her ſurrender, 
By ſinging no favour ſhe"! ſhow ; 
For ſhe'! not make choice ct 2 thrill C2085 voice, 
For a pot ick reaſon you know, 


— * : 
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: A Song in Loves @ Feſt, Sett Mr. John Eccles. 
— Sung by Mrs. Hudſon. | 
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| ſcars earn a your r Lives to meaſure 
5 ot hy len _ Time 9 $ 
_ | Now the Hen our's invite comply, 
Whirſt yo . os thay Sew: 
Bleft ahi 12 a nimble e pace they keep, 
hut in torment, in tor ment vhs they creep. 
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"Mcrtals learn your Lives to meaſure, 
Not by length of Time but pleaſure 
Soon your Spring muſt have a fall, WM 
Lofing youth is loſing all 5 1 
Tben you'll ask but none will give, 1 
And may linger but not live. 


„ 


As Ode an the Union of the King and Parliament, l) 
A. D'Urkey, the Tine by Mr, Jer. Clark. * © | 


- | Of their infant King. 


Ae 


Hit the French FO ham diſcover, | 
By the Troops abroad they bringy]. 

X We with joy can ſend em over, 

Tidings that can mak< all Europe Ring: 

| Engliſh boys renown'd for warring, 

As Fame's glorious records ſnewz 

| Bleft by Fate row leave of :Jarring, 

And reſolve to join *gainft the common oe: 

No more frowning Batavians think of drowning, 

| But to Spaniar di this jolly ditty fing, 

; England's Senate now agrees 

QClar can ſecure your peace; 

Chant it at the crowning, | 


Ditain's Sons no danger fearing, 
Whilſt their royal Fleet's well mand; 
| Know tho? yet no ftorm's appearing, 
Peace is always beſt with ſword in hand: : 
| Honour's but an empty notion, 
As our plotting neighbour ſhews 3 
Beach of Faith may raiſe commotioa, 4 
And in proper ſeaſon may come to blows : 
Great five hundred pray let us not be plunder'd, 

Save our lands then and all unite at home 5 
— the 3 

Baldly vote and nobly give, 


Then let any — 5 come. 
* 


- | 
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A SONG Set by Me. Ackeroy'd. 
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_ FFOunds Madam return me my heart, 
| Or by the Lord Harry Il make ye; 
Tho you fleep when I talk of my ſmart, 
As 1 hope to be Knighted Ill wake e 


- 1 you rant why by Fove, N 


Then I'll rant as well as youg 
There's no body cares for your puffing, 
Your miſtaken in me; 
_ | Nay prethee, prethee, prethee piſh, 


FE * We'll try whoſe the beſt at a huffing. 
5 | 


, | But if you will your heart ſurrender, 
And confeſs your ſelf uncivil; 
Tu probable I may grow tender, 
And recal what I purpos'd of evil: 
et if you ſtill perſiſt in rigour, 
— | Tis a thouſand to one but I teeze you; 
- | for you'l find ſo much heat and ſuch vigcy-, 
A may trouble you > or pleaſe you, 


4, 
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4 Song in the Royal Miſchief, Sert by Ms. John 
Eccles. Sung by Mr. . Leveridge | 


AE 


i 


gte lies the wiſhing Maid, ö 
Diſtruſting not to be betray d; 

Ready to fall with all her charms, 
A ſhining treaſure to your arms; 
Who hears this ftory muft believe, 2. 
No heart can truer Joy receive: | 
Since to take Love and give it too, | 
Iz all that Love tor hearts can do. 
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| A SONG in the Play calPd tBa(Self Conceipt, or: 


_ 


the Mother made a Property. Sett by Mr. jane ? 
Eccles; _ oa Mrs. Bowman. | 
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l the mighty pow'r of Love, 
What Art againſt ſuch Force can move 
The harmleſs Swain is ever bleft, 
Beneath ſome Silent Shady Groves 
Until ſome Nymph invade his Breaft, 
And diſapprove his eager Love. 


cn in 


Oh! the mighty pow'r of Love, | 
What Arc againſt ſuch Force can moyez 
The Greateſt Hero, who in Arms, 
/ Has gain d a thouſand Victories; 
Submits to Celias brighter Charms, 
And dreads a killing from her Eyes, 
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A Scotch Song Set by Mr. Robert Cox. 


WII 010 fel I ſaw my ſoul was charm'd. 


To fee the bonny Lad ſo blith, ſo blith and gay; 
My heart did beat it being alarm'd, 


That | to Fockey novgbt, gouglit could Gay : 


At laſt 1 courage took and paſſion quite for co, 


And told the bonny Lad his char ms I felt; 


ne tben did ſmile with a pleaſing look, 


And told me Temp! id his arms, his arms ſnould melt. 
Os Song - 
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| lin no more to ſhady coverts, 
* Fockey's Eyn are all my joy; 
Beauty's there I Ken that cannot, 
Muff not, ſhall not, ſteal away: 
What wau'd Fockey now do to me, 
_ Surely vour to me unkindg 
| T'fe ne'r ſee you, nay you fly me, 
Yet are ne te from gut my mind. 


xv 
4 | 


Song by Mrs. Temple, Se by Mr. Jeremiah Clark: 


Tel 
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l to Barge Melancholy. 


Tell me why tis thus you uſe me, 


Take me quicklv to 


your Arms; 


Where in bliffes blithly basking, 


Bach may rival others charms; 


O but fy my Fockey pray now, 
What d'ye ; do not let me go; 


OI vow you will undo me, 


What to Do I do not know. | 


A Song Sett by Mr, Phill. Hart. 
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| regards not my paſſion at all z * X 
But to tell me ſhe hates me ſhe * not, . N 
As often as on her I call: N 
Tu her pleaſure to ſee me in pain, 
Tis her pain to grant my deſire; 5 1 
Then if ever I love her again, 1 
May 1 ** never, never, never, may] ne er, be free = Þ 
from love's fire, » | . 


Mirtillo, 


* 


N 


ee. 


. 
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Irtillo whilft you patch your 1 
By nature form'd ſo Fair; 
We know each ſpot conceals a Grace, 

And wiſh, and wiſh to lee it bare: 
But ſiace our Wiſh you" ve fratifid, 

We find, we find, twas rafhly made, 1 5 
lud that thoſe ſpots were but to hide, to hide, 
' Exce'is of luſtre lay'd : 
And that thoſe ſpots were but to hide, to hide; RED, 
Nees of luſtre Laid, The 


Aving ſpent all my Coin, 
4 Upon Women and Wine, | 
1 vent to the C h out of ſpite; 

But what the Prieft ſaid, 

Is quite out of my Head, 
= reſolv d not to Edify by't. 


While he open'd his Text, 
I was Plaguily vext, 
To ſee ſuch a fly Canting Crew : : 
Of Satans Diſciples, 
With P——-r Books and 1 
Enough to have made a Man Spew. 


All the Women I view'd, 
Both Religious and Lewd, 9 85 
From the Sable Top- knots to the Searlets C 
{ But a Wager I'll Lay, 
That at a tu Play, 
| The Houſe docs got ſwarm ſo with Harlots, 


Py * 4 —＋ 
„ 


Lady 


din 


She has a very 
, But does ne er in it look, 
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Lady E— there ſits, 
Almoft out of her Wits, 
Twixt Luft and Devotion debating 3 ; 


She's as Vitious as Fair, 


And has more Buſineſs there, N 
Than to hear Mr. 7 ickletext 's prating. 


| Madam L—} fa Sv, 


With her Daughters-in-law, 
Whom ſhe offers to Sale evry Sunday 
In the midſt of her prayers, 


_ Shell negotiate affairs, 


And make aſhignations for Mondays 


Next a Lady much Fam'd, 


Therefore muſt not be nam d, 
Cauſe She'll _ you no trouble i in 3 
ne Book, 


Nor regard either Prayi ing or Preaching, 


There's a Baronet's Daughter, 
Her own Mother taught her, 
By Precept and Practical Notion ; 
That to wear Gawdy Cloaths, Z 
And to Ogle the Beaus, 
Was at Church two lure Signs of Devotion. 


From the Corner o th Square, 


Comes a Hops ful young Pair, 
Religious as they ſee occaſion: 


But it Patches and Paint, 


Be true figns of a Saint, 
We' ve no Reaſon to Doubt their Damnation, 


When the Sermon was done, 


He bleſt ev'ry one, 
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and they like good Chriftians retir'd; 
Tho they view'd ev'ry face, ny 
Each Head and each Dreſs, | 
Fe:et each one her ſelf moſt admir'd.. 


J had view'd all the reff, 
But the Parſon had bleſt, | 
With his Benediction the People; | 
Jol ran to the Crown, os 
Leaft the Church ſhould fall down, ” 
And beat out my Brains with the Steeple. 
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The Airy old Woman, 


Fully, jolly, jolly, jolly, jolly, jolly, 
Nethinks my Blood is grown cold, 
_ grown cold, grown cold, grown cold, Cc. 


Ton gueſs by my wither'd Face, 


And Eyes no longer Shining; 
That I can't Dance with a grace, | 
Nor keep my pipes from whining : 
Yet I am ftill Gay and Bold, | 
To be otherwiſe were a Folly gz 


| Methinks my blood is grown Cold, 


Ill warm it then thus and be Jolly: 
jolly, Gr. 


I' warm it then thus and be joy. 


I fad by the flighting Beau's, 


That Nature is Declining 3; 


let will I not kn't my Brows, 


Nor end my Days in pining : 


let other Dames Fret and Scold, 


As they pals to the Stygian Ferry 
( You ſee though I am grown Old, 
My temper is youthful and Merry: 
Merry, merry, merry; merry, Cc. 
Jou ſee though I am grown old, 
grown old, grown old, grown old, Oc. 
My Temper is Youthtul and Merry. 
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A joy to Mortals joy and Micth, | ; 
Eternal To's fingsg Dow. So. 
The Gods of love deſcend to earth, 
Their Darts have loft their Sting. 


The youth ſhall now complain no more, N | ; 

On Syluiz's needleſs Scorn, e 

But ſhe ſhall Love if he adore, 
And melt when he ſhall burn. 


The Nymph no longer ſhall be ſhy, 
But leave the Jilt ing Road 
And Dapbne now no more ſhall Fly. 
The wounded Painted God. 


5 But all ſhall be Serene and Fair, 
No ſad complaints of Love; 4 
Shall fill the gentle whiſpering Air, TY 
No Ecchoing ſighs the Grove, : 


Beneath the ſhades young Strephon lies, 1 

Of all his wich poffefe d? \ 
Gazing on Sylvla's charming Eyes, 
_ Whole Soul is there confely'd. 


ocemly | aw. 4» 8 i 


All ſoft and ſweet the Maid appears, 
With looks that know no Arr; 
And though ſhe yields with Trembling Fears, 
She yields with all her heart, The 
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ou Friends to Reformation, 


Text under the Quaker's Petticoats. 
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G:ve Ear to my Relation, | 


For I ſhall no declare Sir, 
before you are aware Sir, 
The matter very plain, 


The matter very plain; 
A Goſpel Cuſhion Thumper, 


| Who Dearly lov'd a Bumper, 


Rib to Prrye- Melanchoh. 


307 
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And ſomething elſe befide Sir, 
If he is not bely'd Sir, 

This was a holy Guide Sir, 
For the Diſſenting Train. 


And for to tell you truly, 

His Fleſh was ſo unruly x 

He could not for his Life Sir, 
Paſs by the Draper's Wife Sir, 

The Spirit was ſo fain, 

| The Spirit was ſo faint : 

"This jolly handſom Quaker, 

As he did overtake ber, 

She made his mouth to water, 

And thought long to be at her, 

Such Sin is no great matter, 

Accounted by a Saint. 


(Says be) my pretty Creature, 
Dur Charming Handſome Feature, 
Hat ſet ne all on Fire, | 
Nn know what I defpre, 

There # no barm in Love: - 

h ſhe} if that's your Notion, 

o Preach up ſuch Devotion, 

Jauch hopeful guides as you Sir, 
Will half the World undo Sir, 

A Halter is your due Sir, 
It you ſuch Tricks approve. 


The Parſon ftill more eager, 

Than Lufttul Turk or Neger, 

Took up her Lower Garment, 

And ſaid there was no harm in't, 
According to the Text; 

For Solomon more wiſer, 

Than any dull adviſer, 

Had many Hundred Miſſes, 

To Crown his Royal Wiſhes, 

And why ſhou'd ſuch as this is, 

Make you ſo ſadly vext. 
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The frighted Female Q:iaker, 
Perceiv d what he would make her, 
| Was forc'd to call the Watch in, 
And flop what he was hatching, 
Io ſpoil the Light within; 
To ſpoil the Light within g 
They came to her aſſi ſtance, 
As ſhe did make reſiſtance, 


Againſt the Prieſt and Devil, 
The Actors of all Evil, 


Who were ſo Grand uncivil, 


To tempt à Saint to Sin. 


The Parſon then Confounded, 


To ſee himſelf ſurrounded, 


Wich Mob and ſturdy Watch. men, 
Whoſe Buſineſs tis to catch men, 


In Lewdneſs with a Punk; 
In Lewdneſs with a Punk; 


| He made ſome faint excuſes, 


And all to hide abuſes, 


la taking up the Linnen, 
Againſt the Saints Opinion, 
Within her ſoft Dominion, 


Alledging he was Drunk. 


| But tho he feigned Reeling, 
+ They made him pay for feeling, 
And Lugg'd him to a Priſon, 


To bring him to his reaſon, 
Which he had loſt before; 
Which he had loft before ; 


And thus we ſee how Preachers, 
That ſhould be Goſpel-Teachers, 
How they are ftrangely blinded, 
And are fo Fleſhly minded, 
Like Carnal Men inclined, 
I Lie with any Whore. 


4 


A SONG, St iy Mr. Anthony 


— 
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Young; 


I Try'd in Parks and Plays to find, 
An object to appeaſe my Mind; 
But ftill in vain it does appear, 
Since Fair Hyrrutliz is not there: 
In vain alaſs I hope for Eaſe, 
Since none but She alone can pleaſe. 
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hills, I-can ne're forgive 3 
Nor 1 think, ſhall <'re out- live it; 3 
Thus to treat me ſo ſeverely, 
1 Who have alway lov'd n. 


Damon, you ſo fondly cheriſh, 5 
Wphilſt poor I, alas! may perih; „ 
Ithet love, which he did never, | 
Me you gps ,and kim you favour. 


82S — —-„-— 
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Luſh not Redder than the Morr+ng, 
Though the Virgivs grve yuu Warning : 

Sigh not at the chance be fel you, 

Though they ſmile and dare not tell you. 
Sigh not at &c. 


Maids like Turtles love the Cooing, 
Bill and Murmur in their Wooingg 
Thus like you they ſtart and Fremble, 

And their troubled Joys diſſemble. 
 Thas like you & c. 


| Graf p the Pleaſure while * tis coming, 
Though your Beauty's now a blooming ; 
Left old time our Joys ſhould ſever, 

Ah! ah! they part, _-y Past for ever 
= * old Time, &c. - 


5 


480 NG. Set by Mr. Henry Purcell, 
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| 15 Arme, I will muſter my Reaſon and Senſes, 


| Keep, keep, a ſtrict Watch, and obſerve ev'cy motion, 


; 


| 


Ore? s Pow'r in my Heart, ſhall fir. | no compliance; 
lie ſtand to my Guard, and bid open defiance: 


I va ra ra, Ia ra 14 74, A Wer now commences. 
Your Care to his O Curung ex:ly proportion; 


Fall on, he gives round, let him never recovers 
1 i Fidorta | the Battel is over. 
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A SO NG S by Mr. James Hart. 


Think of loving me no more, 
Take advice, in time, 

Give te your Solicitations 2: 
Nature does in vain diſpence, 

Io you Vertue, Courage, Senſe, 
Wealth can only influence, 

A Womaa's Inclinations. 


What fond Nymph can e're be kind 
To a Swain but rich in Mind, 
If as well ſhe does not find 
Sold within his Coffers? 

Gold alone does Scorn remove, 
Gold alone incites tv Love, 
Hold can moft perſwaliye prove, 
And make the faicelk Ciccs, 


'T JOnet Shepherd, ſince you're poor, 


* 
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| A SONG. the Wards Captain Danvers Sett 
by Mr. T. Wills. OP as 
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rzive me Cloe if I dare, 

I Your Conduct diſapprove; 

The Gods have made you wond'rous Fair, 

Not to Diſdain but Love: | 

Thoſe nice pernicious forms deſpiſe, 
That cheat you of your bliſs; 

Let love inſtruct you to be wile, - 

Whilſt youth and beauty is. 


Too late you will repent the time, 
Lou loſe by your diſdain ; | 
The Slaves you ſcorn now in your prime, 

You'll ne'er retrieve again: 
But when thoſe Charms ſhall once decay, 
And Lovers diſappear, | 
Deſpair and envy ſhall repay, 
Your being now ſcvere. > 


—_— n 8 4 F 3 
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A SONG in the (Rival Siſters,) Sur by . 


Henry Purcell, Sung by Mz/s Croſs. 
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1 Ow happy, how happy is ſhe, 
How happy, how happy is ſhe, 
That early, that early her Paſſion begins; 


And willing, and willing with Love to agree, 


* Does not ſtay till ſhe comes to her Teens: 
SH Then, then ſhe's all pure and chaſt, 

— + Then, then ſhe's all pure and chaſt; 

— _ Like Angels her ſmiles to be priz d, 

| Pleaſure is ſeen Cherub Fac'd, 


| From Twenty to Thirty, and then, 
det up for a Lover in vain, 


| By that time we ftady how Men, 
| May be wrack'd with neglect and diſdain ; 


LILLY 


5 Love dwells where we meet with deſire, 
Deſire which Nature has given, 
| She's a Fool then that feeling the fice, 
egins not to warm Wr 
| | E 3 


And Nature appears, and Nature appears undiſguis de 
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The Kings Health, Set to Farinel's Grandi. In 


Six Parts by Mr. D'Urſey. 


Firſt Strain. 
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Let none fear a Feaver, 


Let the King live for ever, 


Sure none thinks bis Glaſs too big here, 


O 8 7900 0 
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Tin as of Strain, 


TOY to Great Caſar, 

Long Life, Love and Pleaſure 3 
'Tis a Health that Divine is, 
Fill the Bowl hizh as mine is; 


But take it off thus Boys; 
'Tis no matter tor us Boys, 
The Second Strain, 


Try all the Loyal, 
Defy all, 
Give denyal z 


Nor any P-/g here, 
Or Sneaking Whig here, 
Of Cripple Tory's Crew, 
That ncw looks blew, 
His Heart akes too, 
The Tap won't do, 
His Zeal ſo true, 
And Proj-Qs new, 
III Fate does now purſue, 


| Toe Third 5 train, | 


Let Tories Guard the King, 

Let Whigs in Halter's ſwing z 

Let Pilk and Sbute be ſham'd, 

Let Bug g'ring 0ats be damn d; 3 
Let Cheating Player be Nickd, | 

The turn coat Scribe be Kick d; 

Let Rebel City Dons, 1 
Ne er beget their Sons; 
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Let ev'ry Whiggiſh Peer, 
That Rapes a Lady fair, 
And leaves his only Dear, 
The Sheets to gnaw and tear, 
Be puniſt'd out of hand, 
And forc'd to pawn his Land, 
T' attone the grand affair. 


The F ourth Strain, 


VGreat Charles, like Fehovah, 
Spares thoſe would Un. King Him; : 
And warms with his Graces, 
The ipers that ſting Him: 
Till Cro--n'4 with juit Anger, 
The Revels He feizesy 
Thus Heav-n can thunder, 
When ever it | Pleales, 


Juz. 


Then to the Duke fill, fill up the Gifs, | 
The Son of ,our Martyr belav'd of che Ks : 
Envy'd and Lov'd, 
| Fet Bleft from above, 1 
Secur d * an Angel lafe under bis weg 


The Sixth Strain, 


Faction and Folly, 5 
. State Melancholly, 
With Tory in 1 big land for ever ſhall dwell; 
Loet Wit, Wine, and Beauty, 
Then teach us our Duty, 
For none e ce can Lore, or be Wile and Rebel. 


5 
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' A Rojal Ode by Mr. D'Urfey; Congratulating the 

Happy Acceſſion to the Crown, and Coronation of 
our moſt Gracions Sovereign Lady Lueen ANNE. 
The Wards in Imitation of the foregomg Song, and 

 ffrtedto ur Strains of the ſame Ground. 
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| | Third Strain. 
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. Fourth Strain, : 


LEE EDD 


Fiiſt Strain. 
| Mz: now is Arming, 


The War comes on Storming; 


All Europe is viewing, 


What England is doing; 


The fl ghted (1) Memorial, 


In France and th' Eſcurial, 


Hiss balk'd (2) Gallick Ne#s, 


„„ erat 


And Porto (3) Carrero 
Brittains ceaſe-weeping, 


For (4) Pa that lyes fleeping : 


Tho' Frve us denics him, 
Yet (5) Palas ſupplyes him» 
Then Sing out yet Muſes, 
What 7 evus infuſes's 
Divine is the occaſion, 


'Qreen 47:ne's Coronation. 


Second Strain, 


Pair your hearts and joyn, 

For now the rightful Line; 

Has left you no Excuſe, 

For Jart ing or abuſe; 
The thought of Right and Wrong, 


That plagu'd ye all ſo long; 


No more be now let in, 
To raiſe the Sænuntes Spleen; 


French 


Spain's chef 
5 Mumyter, 
(. King 


(5) Queen 1 P3 


(1) The 


Memorial. 
(2) Tie 
French K. 
(3) The 


new R. 


William. 


Anne. 


Nor 
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Nor fitnple Fewds let grov!, 
Teint High Church and the Lou 
all.ſeſolve to go, | 
One at leaft for ſhow:4 | 
then made happy ſo, 

your Angers blow, 

ſt the Common Foe, 


Divine Gloriama, 
Now Rules the Glad nation; 
- Mild Prudent and Pious, 
Withoat Affectation; 
Sence Juſt'c2 and Bitty, 
Ber life ſtin renewing; 
And Queen of all hearts, 
Der 2 Pageant of Crowning.: - 


: Fourth Strain, 


All the Radiant court of Heaven have belt Her, 
Bright Area leaves the Sky to elfi Her; 
Wau on her from all, 
© Revolves the Sacred praiſe, 
* fam d Blicas Days. 


Sing then ye Muſes, 
bat Phoebus infuſes ; 
Divine is the Occaſion, 
Queen Anne's Coronation, 


| This Cho. may be ſuig to Ground-Ba 


FINIS. 


Þ 


—— an 


—— ——— 


— — — 
—— — — 


= —— — — — —— _ Us 


